
Midwestern Hell Ride
 Techiques for Surviving on a Bike in Dangerous Places



“

It’s difficult to ride a bicycle in Cincinnati, and not just because it’s hilly and the weather sucks and our neighborhoods 
sprawl 30 miles away into another counties and states.

It’s not because there are few bike racks and even fewer bike lanes. It’s not because each neighborhood presents its own 
set of problems for planners and engineers or the fact that Cincinnati hasn’t had a planning department since 2002.

It’s not because the newest map of the city’s bike routes is from 1998 or that you’re just as likely to get a biggie-size Coke 
thrown at you while riding along Central Parkway than you are to receive a friendly wave.

”
http://www.citybeat.com/cincinnati/article-16360-no-one-rides-for-free.html

Some of My Experiences Riding in Cincinnati
Here are just a few of my own personal anecdotes of my experience riding Cincinnati and my experiencing 
its attitude towards cyclists. I hope others that I’ve spoken with will tell others the stories they’ve told me and 
record what has happened. Silence isn’t proactive for the city, since these problems are quite real and dissuade 
people from riding bikes in Cincinnati. Cincinnati having a hostile regard for cyclists leads to less people using 
sustainable transit in Cincinnati- especially since the region has a seriously insufficient public transit system. 
The story behind the lagging public transit system is noteworthy and part of this. Had it been remotely sufficient 
in any way people seeking alternatives to driving based especially on the climate issues of today would have 
not led many of us to bike. On the other hand, its resistance to the idea of cycling and respecting cyclists feeds 
the chronic feedback loop of making Cincinnati an exceedingly car-centric city. Issues affecting public transit 
touch into the racial issues that this city is so notorious for. A light rail plan was fought with tenacity by an 
angry demographic to whom the pitiful bus service has seemed like an insult and a racial slur. When the light 
rail set to happen only served more affluent areas it was fought. However, it is with some irony that the bus 
service was left in a substandard state not just for funding issues and a tax resistant population, but to limit 



access of poor people, mostly black to more affluent suburbs. Cincinnati’s inability to fully actualize solutions 
to its social problems have led to it being number six out of cities in the U.S. where residents spend the most 
on transportation. The options for getting around the city  involve a rite of passage involving economic drain 
caused by cars, the repair of them and having access to a place to park them as well as the usual issues like 
shady mechanics. Even one regional musician was killed by an accelerator cable sticking on his car, leading 
him to crash into a building at 60 miles per hour. That musician had a future to make things worse. When 
people would laugh at me and my other friends for riding bikes I would think about this and how driving is 
dangerous too. Laughing at people is a childish regional quirk which is part of why Cincinnati is said to be more 
like high school by outsiders and disaffected residents.  The consequences of this affect everyone these days, 
particularly with the understanding the climate as well as public health is seriously affected by this situation. 
The former is obvious except maybe to Cincinnati residents who seem to not read and listen to Fox News. The 
latter is evinced by the city having one of the worst problems with obesity in the U.S. Either way, it doesn’t 
matter. When in Rome do as the Romans do. In Cincinnati, bring something new into town, have the old guard 
establishment attack you for it and your supposedly liberal or progressive friends abandon you and cower out of 
fear of angering the conservative establishment. In defense that there are people here who care,  and it is hard 
when your city lost nearly all its population of young, creative people to stand up for what is right or even to 
know what is right. On the other hand being an apologist for the city and trying to dust over its secrets to con 
your expatriate friends to return insults the values these residents had here in the good old days everyone wants 
back. Namely, no one in 1993 was ever going to say anything about the city beyond how annoying conservative 
it is. Collusion with the city so it doesn’t pay for intentionally driving people away based on conservative 
ideology which was instated as law insults the people who used to live here and only shows that sitting on your 
ass and letting the city play its games has a price tag. 

Bad Experiences Riding in Cincinnati
Here are just a few of my own personal anecdotes of my experience riding Cincinnati and my experiencing 
its attitude towards cyclists. I hope others that I’ve spoken with will tell others the stories they’ve told me and 
record what has happened. Silence isn’t proactive for the city, since these problems are quite real and dissuade 
people from riding bikes in Cincinnati. Cincinnati having a hostile regard for cyclists leads to less people using 
sustainable transit in Cincinnati- especially since the region has a seriously insufficient public transit system. 
The consequences of this affect everyone these days, particularly with the understanding the climate as well as 
public health is seriously affected by this situation. 

1. Getting Doored  
I’ve been doored many times in Cincinnati. I don’t keep count of the number of incidents. This is a problem 
here since taking the lane aggravates drivers, the narrow, bike lane free streets and above all, the sheer number 
of parked cars on streets in Cincinnati. Even drivers from outside the area complain about our system of on 
street parking. On blog online for drivers mentioned that the thing they hate most about our city is the fact that 
on street parking is allowed or illegal depending on the time of day. On person from Dayton wrote of being 
surprised by a parked car in what seemed to be an open lane. Tow trucks and cops come out in force at 4 pm 
when on street parking stops in urban thoroughfares to remove the cars left by people who leave them out past 
the deadline. 

This causes no problem for me, personally. That most all our narrow streets are lined with parked cars and 
drivers freak out often when they see a cyclist take a whole lane, even those of us who read long ago to avoid 
the door zone, take it. 

One day I was riding down Calhoun- a fast paced 4 lane one way street, with two of those lanes being parking 
lanes, save for after 4 pm. I was riding on the left side and riding fast to outrun tailgating drivers and may 
become impatient. I stayed out of the left side door zone, but close to it. 



I’ve ridden like this many times before on both sides of Calhoun. Given that I was in full rush-hour traffic, I was 
going very fast and then cornered very fast onto W. Clifton Ave.

Not even 20 yards away is yet another slew of parked cars on W. Clifton. It is usually chaos there with drivers 
trying to find parking in this prime location. Unfortunately, a very large black SUV swung its door open right at 
the point I passed in front of the Chipotle there.

I hit his door hard. Normally, I’m apologetic and scared because this can cause damage to the car and I knew 
nothing of the law in Ohio regarding this. I was stunned, hurt, got up and said, “Sorry.” 

The scariest part wasn’t being doored. It was the driver who didn’t care I was hurt and said nothing but, “Why 
are you riding in the street!?”  Then he walks off while I’m just scraping myself up off the pavement.  This 
wasn’t an actually question of the legitimacy of bikes on streets. It was a chiding, as you give your child 
when he does something stupid. He never asked if I was okay or anything normal people do when they see a 
hurt person.  Even if I was a kid who did something stupid, someone would have asked if I was okay if I was 
bleeding. 

I was pretty angry because it wasn’t just being near the door zone that led to this, but the sheer size and height 
of that big black SUV door which knocked me cold. No amount of evasive maneuvers can deal a door that big. 
Oh, and it was swung open fast- a total surprise. 

2. One time I was descending one of our lovely, long, steep by normal city standards, hills: Vine Street. Riding 
down this street is always fun. Traffic is always high volume, you’ve got the on street parking on most all of it; 
most importantly there are always parked cars in the bends of it, except for the sharpest one, which has a bus 
stop right near it. 

I feel like the only way to do Vine is to take it fast. Most of the time, my problems were just down to kids from 
the project-like areas, for lack of a better word, who try to startle me and make me wreck by doing things as 
varied as yelling, barking, or making a move onto the street like they are going to push me off. I guess this is all 
the city offers them for laughs. 

The sharpest bend on Vine is made of our fine asphalt and changed into short, bumpy waves by the busses 
which run there, above all. 

I’d been riding that way nearly every day then. One day I became really tired with the very bumpy ride in the 
bend. My bike would shake each time; I’d also have to manage checking over my shoulder for the cars, which 
really don’t give a damn you are on a bike; this can be one point where drivers claiming dominance of a road 
can get out of hand. There also have been some serious car accidents in that spot. For one, they shut down the 
street way back when. 

I had the idea this day to not be jostled in the bend, but take the center of the lane to avoid the bumps. 
Unfortunately, this was a serious mistake. In Cincinnati, since rain isn’t frequent, an accumulation of motor oil 
from cars will develop in the center of car lanes. In this case, it was summer and hadn’t rained for some time. 

The evidence of how much motor oil collects in the streets is evinced when it does rain; puddles show rain 
bowed ripples because of the motor oil. Officially, it is said that most accidents occur right after new rain which 
has fallen for the first time in weeks. 

Essentially what happened is that I learned that high speed cornering with smooth road tires on this oil strip can 
be dangerous. Going too fast to make complicated assessments about black road goo, I found my bike slip out 



from under me while I was going about 35 mph. 

I slid on the ground, received serious road rash on both knees, most all of my left arm and even the side of my 
stomach. 

I was bleeding from where the road rash was the most intense. I was stunned, laying there, hurting and still 
clipped in to at least one pedal. My body and the bike were fallen to a rest about still 1 foot in the main traffic 
lane. 

A driver speeds by, does some apathetic, swerve to express annoyance and his passenger yells, “IDIOT!!” 
gloating while I’m lying there bleeding and prone. 

The only care came from some second hand shop hiding in that dilapidated set of buildings. The black woman 
working there was very nice and bandaged me up as best she could. 

The wreck was so hard that it did bend my crank completely. I had to ride the rest of the way with seriously 
strange uneven pedaling and a large, raw, bleeding road rash burn on my stomach. The pain on my stomach 
throbbed each time I moved my leg up to pedal. 

Such kindness.  It’s funny that these incidents stick in my mind more than ones which involve more painful 
events which involve no people. I don’t have photographic recall to most all of all the times I’ve been doored. I 
remember one time one woman was actually really nice and really concerned for my safety. This happened the 
first time I was doored. I asked if her door was okay and she told me not to worry about it. This was actually a 
far more serious accident than the one with the SUV. 

I call it a good thing, because had my first experience been with the SUV driver, I’d have far less trust of people 
on the road, which would likely have stopped me from biking. I do think after maybe 5 years, you become so 
wedded to this way of life, especially if it a car-free one, that even in the face of pure evil, fear just changes to 
anger. 

I think it has to. Anger may be taboo, but has its place. According to state law, the entire time I rode, I had the 
right to ride my bike in the city. I did obey the traffic laws, and ride as far right as possible (sometimes too far 
right in the beginning).

When you depend on your bike for commuting, for survival, when drivers try to enforce their false idea 
that bikes on the road are illegal through violence, you feel a sense of injustice. Worse, you are exposed to a 
situation where it is socially permissible in some weird way to harm and kill people. 

Acts of aggression rarely, if ever, solve problems. A cyclist is only going to learn that people can’t be trusted 
through an act of violence and not that the road is a dangerous place. From a cyclists point of view it is people 
and how they behave behind the wheel that makes roads dangerous. To a cyclist, the danger of the road doesn’t 
stand out as some profound, unchangeable fact of life as a driver sees it. A cyclist sees individual drivers 
and specific incidents and what the driver did in a situation as being the danger of the road. When you try to 
navigate on a bike, you quickly discern what normal traffic brings and easily adapt. It is always the people who 
break the law, be it through speeding, or ignoring or not knowing what Ohio traffic laws mandate for cyclists 
and drivers. 
Somehow, most drivers here don’t know bikes are allowed to be on the road. These drivers truly see the road 
as realm where cars are supposed to be and garages as places bikes are supposed to be. It is that simple to them 
and they have no idea that there are state laws which trample their naïve view of what the roads are, or for that 



matter the idea that driving is a privilege and not a right. 

I think that you almost need to ride a bike in traffic to even begin to see it differently. There is a divide in 
understanding between drivers and cyclists here which is even worse than the gap of understanding between 
men and women. I didn’t know I’d like riding in the city when I got a bike. I didn’t know until I did it. I was 
taken back to childhood and pleasantly surprised. In fact, being a full grown adult with an education made 
riding a bike a new experience. Biking felt great because I divorced myself from the bondage of gas money 
whenever I wanted to go out. If I found a nice route or local hidden treasure I could have free travel, and be able 
to explore my world just like I was young again. With the bike came new freedom to explore and amble around 
and see things I’d never see otherwise. I really was having fun. The challenge of getting up, planning a route, 
finding some back way or pedestrian bridge to make that trip without gassing up before hand was great. 

I’d have more time with the money I was saving. I know that money and bicyclists is a big issue with drivers. 
We get accused of being freeloaders who don’t pay “our fair share.” I feel that drivers saw cyclists like me as 
derelicts- oh and they do. We have one local courier who I think stood as one of the most comfortable, well 
heeled couriers I ever had heard of who does all sorts of races which most definitely not Alleycats. He had very 
many nice, professional quality bikes and things most couriers could only dream of. He dressed nice, had more 
typical road cyclist gear than he ever did courier gear. He said one person accused him of being poor. Me? I got 
that all the time. One guy I knew who road was assumed to be homeless because he was walking with his bike. 
He got some free new clothes from Old Navy out of the deal, with tags still on them!  No one even remotely 
conceived of any of us as serious working adults The ideas of driving, working a job and being productive seem 
to be interconnected locally and divergence in transit choice is seen as an admission of poverty. Pity that being 
green happened to follow the exact same script as their ideas of what poverty was. Oh and taking the bus was 
also seen as an admission of inferior status. No wonder the communities forced into bussing by economic issues 
saw the public transit issues as fair game for expressing social grudges- the public transit was a joke even to 
them! Yes, I do fully believe only in Cincinnati can and do these things happen. Stay here a while and you’ll 
understand it entirely. 

As to why you somehow are incapable of being productive without owning a car begs some serious questions. 

Cyclists are accused of not paying taxes on the roads and this just isn’t true, especially in Ohio. Property taxes 
cover most all the expenses of road repair. Gasoline is hardly taxed at all in America. Europeans pay far more 
than we do for gas because they fund road repair through the gas taxes. 

With that argument you can justify violence against users of public transit as well. Those people are freeloaders 
by this standard, and deserve punishment too. When anyone states in a fit of ignorance these ideas, they had 
better be prepared to back them all the way and ensure equal punishment for all freeloaders including people 
who take the bus. 

Or else maybe drivers can just admit that a free, open road you can speed down is an asset and that it is easy for 
them to use the power of a car as a tool to display their displeasure. The road rage problem indicates that people 
do value being able to travel without obstacles like slow drivers in the way. Road rage shows that brute force is 
the emerging language of the road ways. Road rage also allows a precious opportunity to vent and use power 
as one wishes without social implications. It is like a mosh pit of disgruntled desk workers which hits a peak 
on Fridays at rush hour. Driving becomes more than transit, but part of a ritual where even the person with the 
shittiest job on earth can feel like a god for 30 minutes. I don’t think people are willing to give up that power. 

Strangely, there is one thing that proves that the power to bully is a big part of the lust to drive. SUV sales have 
remained healthy for over 15 years now, even with rising gas prices, and that people pay willingly more money 
just to move those gas guzzlers show something strange is happening. I assume that people are like me and want 



to streamline their budget and get around with the least amount of financial drain.  People do seem concerned 
with how much they pay for gas. Price gouging makes people irate. Yet, why do so many people price gouge 
them at the pump to fund the fuel requirements of an SUV? Especially when these cars also announce the driver 
has ethical deficiencies, why drive an SUV?

I find SUV drivers are the worst bullies both when I drive and when I bike. These drivers often use the size of 
their cars to play the neighborhood bully. SUV drivers do stupid things like pull out in front of you on a whim 
to steal a parking spot at the mall, nearly causing an accident. You know full well the driver does it because he 
feels his SUV is indestructible and he can use it to get perks like first shot at the parking place. 

This again shows that part of the attraction to driving is about the freedom to use or misuse personal power. 
Over time, you soon discover that there are many people quite capable of abusing power on a whim, when there 
is no direct benefit to the driver. Buzzing me on an empty 4 lane road at 3 am has nothing to fucking do with me 
being, “in their way.” Throwing a drink or ice cubes at me when I’m riding in an empty, potholed parking lane 
at 8 pm at night on a weekend is probably not about my impeding the functionality of the roadways. 

It is really an exercise in using terror to enforce a way of living. It is the social engineering used by the ignorant, 
be they a redneck beer drinker, or an office worker who only took career track education and only has read 
People Magazine in the past year. I found abusive drivers from nearly every demographic of the city. Actually 
the best people I found were blue collar workers at the factories all up and down Spring Grove. The interesting 
thing is that I noticed this reality long before we had a bike scene here. You tend to remember the places that 
are safe to ride with some affection. Though might I add, even Spring Grove can be treacherous. Though with 
its 35 mph speed limit, a friend and I were walking in the scant shoulder with our bikes, talking, when someone 
came rushing out of the intersection behind us, promptly accelerating to 50 and then buzzing us. There was 
a homicidal tone to it, which is common sometimes in Northside at night. My friend and I both instinctively 
held our bikes in the air, both of us learning this on our own, should that he actually come to hit us, a crushed 
windshield would stand as his reward. People don’t understand generally what it is like and how you react when 
people try to kill you, but the instinct for self defense is universal amongst cyclists. 

The worst places are the side routes along freeways at rush-hour like Vine St., Madison Road and even Eastern 
Avenue at rush-hour. At first I blamed the demographic of urban professionals for being the worst, but then I see 
part of the behavior is related to people commuting to sprawl communities. A long travel time would do much 
to ensure impatient people get tempted to break the law, drive fast and have no mind or patience for cyclists. 

I could in turn send the responsibility argument back their way. Is the problem really cyclists or your personal 
choices about where to live. I knew a guy who had a coffee mug which said, “Your poor planning is not my 
crisis.” I think of this when I see people speed. I used to speed before I biked.  I found I did it most when I was 
late. When I’d be late the most it would be in the mornings. I am not a morning person, so sometimes I’d sleep 
later at the expense of giving myself less leeway with travel time. 

Each time I did it I recalled what a friend said, that maturity is about allowing enough time to get somewhere 
on time. I was in my early 20’and learning how to give up the last vestiges of immaturity. Poor planning is a 
symptom of immaturity. Eventually I came to change who I was and take heed to these ideas. I found my life 
went better. 

I’m sorry that some people who are cyclists possess this idea that bikes don’t have much right on the road and 
won’t fight for it. Even if they ride each day, they carry an inner driver, especially if they have other means of 
getting around and haven’t had their livelihood hanging off of being able to use that bike each day. 

From this, I understand why hobbyists and recreational cyclists thought it was amusing that I was upset about 



these things.  They didn’t believe bikes had a place in the city back in the 1990’s.  Later I will go into how much 
entertainment I was for these people. Later I will go into my feelings about people looking down on people who 
are using bikes for survival, based on an assumption of poverty. 

Later I will express my anger about even the idea that poverty itself is laughable. Later I will express my anger 
that riding for environmental reasons was also a joke here. I will also share how I, being assured I received 
my information on environmental issues from quite reliable sources, figured that all this insanely ignorant and 
judgmental resentment by people in the city, in the end wouldn’t matter; only the truth did. 

So with the truth in hand, and sometimes with ONLY this to support what I did, I chose to do this bike thing and 
do what was right based on the truth as best I knew it- or as anyone else in the world at large knew it. 

I had crates full of information and printouts on these issues back then. Eventually, the wear and tear of having 
this ignored or laughed at led me to throw these away years later. 
This is to me hurts to know I did this; that everyone got under my skin so deep, that even I came to think the 
truth didn’t count.

Getting Seriously Injured

In 1999, I hit one among many potholes while sprinting on MLK with a car on my tail. I flipped over the 
handlebars, just grazed my head and hit the curb with my back at full speed. I tried to get up, still in shock. I 
was still thinking about all the places I had to get to that day and realized that this probably wasn’t going to 
happen. Someone had called 911, but a driver offered me a ride to the hospital. I felt really bad, but when you 
first crash you are numb with adrenaline for a few minutes. The shock went away and the pain surged when I 
stood up and tasted blood in my mouth. My face and head never hit the pavement, so I knew something was 
seriously wrong. I shouted from the pain I felt coursing over my chest at that point. The woman changed her 
mind, saying my screaming in pain would wake up her baby. 

Anyhow, I was taken to the ER by an ambulance. I was found to have 3 cracked ribs and a punctured lung. I 
nearly went unconscious from oxygen loss at one point. A surgeon was called in to make an incision in my chest 
to drain my lung. I still have the scar. 

This list is in no way complete. I will be added on to provided I can find the will to get periodically nauseated 
and write about it all.

The Cincinnati Experience in the View of Another Cyclist

Here’s another person’s story of what riding here can be like:



While this seems a vulgar description I find that it goes light on the situation. The problem is that an urban 
resident in the city of Cincinnati bears the brunt for the social failings of residents who don’t even live in the 
city. The urban area of Cincinnati is actually votes Democrat for what its worth, but is of no matter because the 
forces which rule the city are largely suburban. While suburbanites everywhere are generally out of touch with 
reality and terrified of the poor, it has even worse results in Cincinnati. I can site examples like a riot but this 
book is really a large part of telling the urban experience in Cincinnati- from the perspective of people without 
safety nets like suburban parents. Suburban people live so far away they get out of touch with reality and how 
people in a city actually are. A cab driver once told me the area was a party town until the 1950’s when suburbs 
annexed on to the vote. The suburbanites were terrified of the city and its vitality so they worked to shut down 
most all the night clubs and activity in the region to some twisted version of a wholesome utopia. Ask anyone 
about Cincinnati and the first thing they’ll say is that it is a great place to raise kids. As for any other amenities, 
they usually talk about this or the chili- because there is nothing else to talk about. 

Suburbanites live in mostly total ignorance of the city. They fear the huddled masses of poor, which year to 
breathe free of trying to live on minimum wage, which in our state was below the federal level.  They falsely 
assume their college education makes them experts on everything and impose what are really just social 
experiments borne of being told that being educated in a university for four years makes them fit to play 
god.  Everywhere the suburban assumptions work on believing that the poor are stupid and bring on their bad 
circumstances. In other cities this may just lead to nominal issues. In Cincinnati, where the poor are almost 
entirely black it feeds the idea in inner city residents that every person out there is a racist. Also, the jealousy 
over wealth turns into an anger and rage of huge proportions. Amongst urban residents, what you have or own 
becomes a big deal. There is this ethos that having one dollar more than the person next you makes them fit to 
die, and much violence in the city is based on trying to locate and kill what drains the resources away from most 
of its people. If you are a urban resident, even if you are struggling, you pay in violence for the sins of those 
living in those gated communities whether you like it or not. 

So do not judge what is said here. The circumstances here are trying and the people I quote are people very 



dedicated to stopping the inequity, but limited because they struggle just like everyone else. This place will 
really test what you believe and test how far you are willing to go to hold on to that ideal. The violence is 
enough to turn people and if you complain about the violence you have nowhere to go with it. The protected 
in the city don’t care and blame the people affected by the social malaise and occasional unrest on the people 
who experience it. When the riot happened people still refused to see the big picture and their role in it. One 
guy, a photographer who had a gallery in New York, could not get passed trivial crap like complaining about all 
night long helicopter noise over his roof. No one really admitted the elephant in the room, even then. No one 
is willing to because an admission of the problem requires sacrifice and effort. So the urban core pays the price 
every day, drowns in lack of education and rages aga inst any available target. 

That is what it is like living here. Add maybe a fringe who doesn’t want to talk about the issues lest reality 
might appear real and you have the final rusty nail being driven into the coffin. Get on a bike and ride through 
all this and well… uh… you get the most acute experience of all the cities problems and the most vivid 
unmasking of all the evils in the city from out to the exburbs to right down your street. It’s all there and you are 
exposed to it. The protected? They can never seem to figure out how to get out of their cars to experience life.  
Paranoia rules their daily lives and they leave a cash starved urban area to figure out how to solve the problems 
of the entire region. They also can’t love the beauty of the city and its people because they are too busy hiding 
in shells, be they condominiums or their cars or SUV’s. 

Those afraid of the city haven’t experienced the pleasure, creativity, dedication, patience and learning that those 
who renounce their shells experience through living in the real world.  The wise know the sick truth- that in 
life it is not other people but we ourselves which we run and hide from. Only when you know and face yourself 
does the world appear not threatening and bad people appear not as curses but oftentimes just the detritus of the 
things we collectively don’t own in ourselves. Anyhow, what good does it do to wage a cold war using security 
systems against thieves when what is really at issue is that we teach theft because we ourselves steal? We just 
have a different terminology for it: good business practices, cost-minimizing, saving on labor and or collecting 
the rent. I suggest that collecting rent from people too poor to manage raising a family or paying their bills 
when you live in a mini mansion is its own form of theft. Agree with these strong words or not, the very act of 
worshipping material good and the status they bring really is contagious. This is why a black teenager can be 
murdered by another member of his neighborhood for his sneakers. The urban poor here are very militantly 
angry and economics is the unsaid motivation behind most all that fury. 

 I’d say in Cincinnati it is fitting to be this harsh on the people with resources here.  The sheer danger of living 
in town is the direct result of the rage and anomie caused by being dehumanized by poverty. While the number 
of homeless is low here, the number of people stuck in dilapidated homes renting from neglectful building 
owners is very high. 

Also, the rich and poor gap was highest in the U.S. around 2002t. With all the poor being black and primarily 
white people making up the upper middle class and rich it creates the illusion that being white means being very 
greedy and selfish. Most assumptions made about the reasons for economic disparity tie it to racism. People 
here therefore don’t fully understand the economic impetus, namely greed and apathy which drives  agood 
portion. Anyhow at least many well heeled people here claim not to be racist. Under the thick smirking veener 
of East Side residents, you almost have to wonder if  there aren’t really hostile  feelings there and you just can’t 
see them. 

Most insults and even nice conversations with African Americans I experienced worked largely on the 
assumption I had a decent amount of money. “Rich bitch” being yelled at me while I have someone running 
after my bike is one reason I think this. There is also a local affinity for threatening people with bike theft 
without acting on it. Most often it is these times you hear what people think. You never have time to refute 
because when you pay out of pocket for your bike and lack funds you guard it closely and only worry about 



getting out of the situation intact.Sometimes someone would yell “college-girl.” Nice people would always 
assume I went to the University of Cincinnati because I had a backpack on that day.  Worse, the best the 
unaware black community could assume is that all the people on bikes were yuppies because most good bikes 
cost money. Ironically, having a good bike is almost a requirement for really successfully surviving traffic 
each day.  Its a nasty catch-22 and you can’t even have the privelege of venting about it or even asking why 
it happens to people. No one wants to admit that these problems cyclists face here are even worth thinking 
about. Even now, within the mainstream bike scene, there is a taboo of talking about both driver and pedestrian 
violence towards cyclists. I feel this originates largely in people’s needs to support the local culture which 
says cyclists don’t matter. People don’t want more victimization through talking about it. Also people who 
do discuss it get shamed. All this does is ensure the perpetuation of all the problems. Obviously race can’t be 
discussed in Cincinnati. It has always been sort of taboo to talk about it. The people with status avoid the topic 
because they know full well the personal responsibility involved in fixing race relations. Therefore all the anger 
and frustration you witness on the streets can’t even be discussed. All symptoms of the rampant inequity point 
fingers at the establishment there which is too much for the weak to risk even thinking about. 

Instead people continue in this endless spiral of ignorance and violence and just hope it doesn’t bother them.
However, if you ever get the urge to bring up the topic of how you generally get things thrown at you as you 
ride down Vine St. in some Northside coffee shop and dare even ask why people think this is happening, forget 
it. You will be greated with stony silence at best, or a stupid, “Why are you riding a bike?” You’d swear that 
everyone who lives in the city only cares about open, free streets and not having their lives hindered by thinking 
about icky things like social disorder. Get the cyclists influenced by the Republican Guard here and you will get 
a full tutorial on how we don’t belong on the roads and enough blinky lights a few bike lanes will make all the 
problems go away. There is a Republican bike shop owner here and aside from seeing one of his workers in a 
Cheney for President in 2008 shirt, his influence extends into threating with criticism or lack of bike mechanic 
jobs anyone who dares act like they have human rights while riding a bike. Heaven help you if this man thinks 
your poor. This guy blames cyclists who are poor for just about everything and there are some people believing 
it. My friend had is bike trashed by one of this guys disciples because the shop which was supposed to fix it 
threw it away because they decided it was just too junky to fix. I had a bike which in places like Portland would 
be envied only to have it insulted by this guy one time as being, “Such a piece of crap I can’t stand to work on 
it.” This  was an aluminum Trek 1200. This same bike led to all the accusations of me being rich for more years 
than I can count. For such a “crappy bike” it makes it hard to imagine why it would incite droves of people to 
attempt to steal it. 

I can only imagine what making cycling exclusive for only the well heeled will do for the cycling situation. 
In the 1990’s the only cyclists on the road here were wealthy people doing training rides in the country. They 
would only ride through the city briefly. The actual city was always completely absent of cyclits. I experienced 
enough violence from the poor then to know what making cycling elitist in a new way- with fixies the city- will 
actually achieve. 

Personally I couldn’t care less. Those people will get robbed like most of my friends. Ignorance will continue 
its reign of terror and caring local cyclists will feel alone. Personally I liked it better when I was actually alone. 
The mirage of a bike scene is far more dangerous. 

The idea that someone would desire to ride a bike for more than “exercise” was inconceivable and the utter 
absense of those who could enlighten people that people also biked for the environment just weren’t there. Even 
people who just wanted to bike, people who liked biking cities were SOL there. I took urban bike riding for 
granted being in New York City many times. It astounded me that what is okay and unexceptional there can lead 
to such fear, condemnation and bullshit here. 



Me? I want to ride a bike. I don’t want to have to justify, show articles or go through hell of epic proportions, a 
hell that most people would expect in rural Oklahoma or Texas to ride a bike. I want to be able to expect people 
to be able to look an issue without being blinded by some lust to be able to speed thoughtlessly down every 
street. 

 I don’t want to live in a shell. I see problems as solvable. I have faith in people and maybe I should because 
many times people could have killed me and didn’t. I love feeling the wind in my face, smelling the air, seeing 
the old buildings and the faces on the street. I loved pedaling along, doing rides for the first time which seemed 
unthinkable before and feeling better afterwards. I loved my old first experiments going out and riding that bike 
as an adult. I loved the thought, discipline and planning I proved I could execute in achieving a goal. I really 
did fully realize the idea that dreading is worse than just doing. I loved the experience of freedom the bike gave 
me, of going for places for the first time as an adult with the cost of travel absent from my mind. I loved the 
fun and power which came from using my own body to create motion, to achieve my goals, and to go out and 
have fun. I loved stepping out of the confines of having happiness and success be promised only at the end of 
climbing the ladder. I liked using my body to get ahead instead of having to hone my social skills in ass kissing 
and back stabbing. Before, happiness was always put out of my reach and had a dollar sign attached to it. I was 
sick of promises. I was sick of being lied to. I was sick of being one of those miserable people stressing behind 
the wheel of a car, with the feeling that if I just went faster I could beat the system and have time for a life. NO. 
I made time for a life. I took out of the picture all the money and time working to get money that having a car 
mandated. I became so frustrated with my lack of horizons, I went out and I cleaved mine out of the hills. With 
every pedal stroke I took back my life and got a body purged of the stress, a body supple and able to react and 
respond to the world.  Riding a bike gave me more than it took and what was taken was done 

Don’t like bikes? Sorry, they aren’t going away any time soon. Freedom is like that- it is so addictive even the 
threat of death sometimes just isn’t enough to take the lust for it away. Planet or no planet, doing this felt good. 
I was honest, not crazy when I said I liked it. Maybe the crazy accusation was needed for those people who 
had nagging suspicions that they were just getting conned with the promises of material success for all their 
company loyalty. That maybe their anger and fear is over seeing the businesses they work for get rich from their 
efforts with little in return. Maybe the confines of their situation were hidden by our debt bubble, but the truth 
rears its ugly head in this massive recession. We’ve been conned. The American Dream is a fucking lie designed 
to get people to make people work to make others rich. 

Until we embrace ourselves in our collective misery instead of resenting the people around us who are as 
trapped as we are we can find a way out. Resentment over who has and doesn’t have is at the core of every 
instance of violence in our society and in my city, it gets vented on the roads. Apologists for the absurd situation 
for regional cyclists claim it is just an issue of narrow streets and no bike lanes which sort of put cyclists in the 
way. What makes me discount this idea is how in some places people are more willing to endure a few seconds 
of delay to ensure everyone using the road has a chance to get to where they are going in one piece. What makes 
me discount this is that in other cities drivers add more time to their commutes to actually drive at safe speeds. 
These cities are also bike friendly. I have to ask why Cincinnatians seem to have such poor planning skills they 
can’t seem to make a trip without driving like they were out running a tornado. Why can say in Portland can 
people plan ahead enough to allow for driving the speed limit and we can’t here. In LA where there is chronic 
gridlock, far more planning in travel is required. So when a Cincinnatian complains about a 10 second delay 
from a cyclist as if that cyclist was some evil, premeditating asshole who hurts puppies for fun I have to wonder. 
This is not to say that only some Green city like Portland is the only thing to compare Cincinnati to which 
wouldn’t be fair. Portland is regarded as the number 2 city for the nicest drivers in the U.S. The real question is 
which city is number one on the list? That city would actually be a place where drivers have the same license 
plates as Cincinnati drivers. That city is yes, in the state of Ohio and only 5 hours away- it is Cleveland! 



This amazing local quirk of venomous hatred of road delays as if they were a blight worse than guns in the 
hands of urban teenagers really makes people me wonder. 
I think maybe a good portion of the problem is Cincinnatians pay more for their transit to work than most all 
other American cities. We have the sixth highest cost for our commute out of a list of all the cities in the U.S. 
We also pay more for insurance with more car drivers on the road and therefore more car accidents. Watching 
the local news is an indicator of our local car culture. Other cities don’t have car accidents as a regular habitual 
feature on the news. Why? We take more risks possibly. We have car payments, insurance and all the things 
which drive up the cost of living for us. We have to compensate for the lack of time more work requires so we 
drive faster than other cities. We all tend to go 10 mph over the speed limit and rarely do we drive slower than 
this. Even if you are going that fast it just isn’t somehow fast enough for some of the drivers behind you. Our rat 
race is also on the roads which makes life here a gridlocked, competitive nightmare. We have social permission 
to be aggressive and stupid in traffic. This makes hitting cyclists seem like some inevitable by product of real 
life instead of an aggressive, murderous, dangerous act chosen by the free will of an individual. We are free 
here it seems to use our cars like weapons or torpedoes, using the threat of causing an accident to bully a clear 
path for us. If we had the same policy about guns that we do cars, people could whip out a pistol to encourage 
someone at the grocery store to quit blocking the aisle, or we would be allowed to threaten someone with a gun 
for blocking the sidewalk by walking slow while a parent with paces along while their kids stray and look at 
things, and wander all over the sidewalk. That parent and their kids is slowing traffic down too- just sidewalk 
traffic. We don’t shoot them because we are civilized. This should say something. 

How would it sound to say, “That bitch with her kids was in the way when I was trying to run to the entrance 
of the office today when I was running late. She wouldn’t control her kids and they kept getting in my way. So 
I got out my gun and fired a round off to the side of her to give her a good scare! It was funny, you should have 
seen that woman’s face! She did get out of the way then.”  

The funny thing is that I’ve heard people say something pretty close to this when complaining about cyclists in 
Cincinnati. Even my own mom groans about cyclists who are in the road, and complains about them. “Why do 
they ride in the road when there are only two lanes here?” 

What about riding in the road, anyway? I, myself, started out riding on the sidewalks. I didn’t ever imagine 
having the guts to ride in the road save for side streets with no traffic. I had nothing but a road bike and every 
day I’d commute on the sidewalk the prevalence of broken bottles and glass on the sidewalks was making 
biking very unfeasible. I discovered that new glass would show up with more regularity than I imagined. Beer 
bottles getting smashed on sidewalks and West Fork road seemed to have some strange correlation. In fact, 
going up Montana near the retaining wall on the hill and it would almost impossible to find pieces of sidewalk 
that weren’t covered. It is like that along any incline in the city with a retaining wall. People love hurling glass 
bottles at them like you wouldn’t believe. This fact largely eludes most people who only ride on deserted side 
streets. Only pioneer bike commuters on sidewalks really notice and this is what I was in 1997. I used to ride 
on the grass when it was available to get around smashed bottles. One day I did it and even when I rode through 
the grass to get around a massive liquor bottle break up, I still had a flat. That liquor bottle naturally didn’t 
confine its breakage to the mere sidewalk. Something hurled at an angle from a speeding car need not follow a 
prescribed trajectory to please sidewalk cyclists. 

It was then that I decided I had to go on the road for brief stretches. Sitting for 20 minutes fucking around with 
patches isn’t worth a few seconds of risk. 

 

To those people who can’t stand looking at truth I can only advise them to wait and see if facing the reality 



when it is actually blowing up in everyone’s faces will be that much easier to do. 

 The portion protected by wealth and suburbs  

Yes, so let’s give a demonstration of the general feeling of riding here can be like. I can have a few or several 
instances of this during the course of a day. I’m riding down central parkway. I see a huge tan Cadillac speeding 
very fast behind me, about 400 yards back. My stomach clenches and I check around me to see what other cars 
may complicate the situation for me, I check the curb to see if I can jump it if need be and then I just keep my 
head attenuated behind me while managing the bike to see what this very likely asshole will do. I look for cues 
to see if he’s going to change lanes, which makes him just responsible and impatient. I see him still speeding 
in the right lane, my lane. I then usually start a sprint. So many times I’ve sprinted like mad, on all manner of 
bike, in this same situation, never knowing if I’d avoid the problems or if one day I would get hit from behind. 
No matter. I’m older now. I use my eyes and not prayers any more. Nor to I jack up my ego thinking I’m Greg 
LeMond and able to outrun, well, a car.  No matter. I watch him. When he approaches I tense up, focus on my 
riding. I switch to relying on my peripheral vision. Damn- he came inches inches from my damn arm.  The left 
lane was fucking free. He’s just being a damn jerk. 

When I have this sort of driver, it is pure political statement and it isn’t one I ever agree with. The unspoken 
message is “BIKES ARE TOYS, GET OFF THE ROAD YOU FUCKING BITCH.” I can’t always see the 
faces, but when I do, veins are bulging on the guy, and he looks hopped up as if he had a bowl of coffee beans 
for breakfast. 

When they nearly plow me, like in the buzz, the close pass scenario I just described, they actually look at me to 
see if I’m scared. I know full well it is about milking a terror reaction out of me. Then they look smug, as they 
do in Cincinnati so often towards bikes—or anyone for that matter when they are ‘pulling rank’ and sending the 
Limbaugh messages home to me by nearly giving the whack with the side mirror. 

This is what I see happening and it isn’t so much terror that I feel as it is a feeling of brief powerlessness which 
is annoying, like fingernails on a chalk board. “Oh, my God, they think they are fucking superior, they nearly 
plowed me.” Then I think, well, they look conceited because they think that there is nothing I can do, that I 
can’t chase them.  

Gee, well, in my mind, I like trying to do the impossible. Hell, I’m an recovering abuse survivor and heard over 
and over again in meetings half of accomplishing anything is recognizing achieving the seeming impossible 
starts with thinking you can (after being arbitrarily told “you can’t” and “you suck” for 18 years is over come 
this way), and that trying is important.. Failure only happens when you stop trying... and I just give a try at 
catching the guy. I’m female, so I’m not carrying an extra 20 lbs of ego to stop me from trying to catch a car 
I probably can’t catch. Girl power! I give the guy a chase… sometimes I catch up with them. I don’t want to 
go the violence route, so I yell… when it gets down to Mr. Hothead, freaking out since he was sure he had me 
licked, then I break out the Aikido stuff and use every thing I ever learned to get away in one piece. Then I go 
home, call it a day and have my poseur acquaintances either laugh at or shame me for the entire thing.

That is what is like riding in Cincinnati on an average day. This what the daily riding experience is rife with. If 
you can deal with this day in and day out and not get worked up about it you can ride that city. 



Some good things for Cincinnati Cyclists
On a brighter note, there are the vestiges of a great pedestrian infrastructure in the city. I can count at least 4 
pedestrian only bridges. I would find these when I’d use the old standby of finding the least traveled streets and 
riding them. Another oddity is that the large hills of the city, in various places have pedestrian steps. 

These come in handy when avoiding smog, cars, or potential criminals. Most of these are overgrown with trees. 
Many used to be boarded off due to disrepair. For some reason they were repaired over recent years. There 
is one off of Reading Road, near the intersection of E. Liberty. One of those people I’d only seen riding once 
showed me this short cut. It empties out somewhere in Mt. Auburn. All cyclists know of the one on the end of 
Ohio Street. There are a few in Western Hills near Glenway Ave.

The pedestrian bridges include the one by Cincinnati state which crosses Central and I-75. This leads to a lovely 
back way through Camp Washington. There is another over I-75 which rests between Carthage and Roselawn. 
There is one over I-71 which starts near Gilbert and Eggleston and then goes to Mt. Adams. There is another 
which crosses I-74 in Northside. 

To understand how cyclists can fall prey to being dehumanized in a similar way, you need to understand 
that particularly in a place like Cincinnati with no bike lanes and narrow streets that drivers and cyclists are 
competing for both time and space. Even with faster bikes and fast riders, most drivers react when they see a 
cyclist with fear that they might need to make the effort and take the risk to switch lanes or they will get stuck 
behind the cyclist and need to go slow. The problem that I encountered was that this outcome would be judged 
by the driver as the inevitable out come and lash out at me by speeding past me while only inches away from 
me (buzzing). This would happen even when I planned to recede into an empty parking place on the side to give 
them room, or would begin to sprint to not slow them down. 

I never did anything offensive to any driver to have my first experience with having a driver do this. The first 
time a driver put me in danger, I was going fast on the downhill portion of Martin Luther King drive by Eden 
Avenue. I was going really fast, yet all the same, an old dingy green car, gunned the engine and peeled off 
speeding behind me up the hill. It was so loud and disconcerting, I looked behind me. This driver then came up 
really close behind me, and then suddenly lurched around me into the other lane, while speeding and then cut 
right in front of me, giving me next to no clearance. 

This was a standard sample of a vulgar display of testosterone, which is more common with young white 
male drivers like him. Also, this guy had passengers in the car, as well. Some cycling pages I’ve read said that 
there are young guys with their friends in the car too, which serves like an audience for the guy to impress via 
bullying, speeding, racing and other crap. Car insurance companies are also well aware of young males being 
in the highest risk categories for traffic collisions and charge accordingly. If they have a red sports car, too then 
just be glad you don’t pay for their insurance!

This driver not only endangered me, but the drivers in the lane next to him that he cut off.  
I never took the lane back then except in downhill situations where I knew I could go the same speed as traffic- 
period.  All the same, I was endangered just for taking the lane on a downhill stretch. One thing which used 
to be more common was for drivers to tailgate you and get irate, even when you were going at or above the 
speed limit on a downhill. I spoke with someone who rode starting in 2001; he complained of having similar 
experiences with excessive tailgating sometimes on downhill stretches. 

I do know that this was more common back then, but is a problem that happens in many places. In California, 
one city posted signs warning motorists that cyclists had the right to claim the lane on the downhill. The sign 



showed a bike icon pointing downward on the hypotenuse of a black triangle representing a hill. 

The funny thing is that most of the time when I rode, when I had a car or even cars get slowed behind me, I’d 
speed up and sprint and then look for a place where I could get out of their way just enough to let them pass. 
Even later, when I’d ride on Route 17 with my Trek, even if I didn’t have to, I’d sometimes pull off into the 
gravel or the grass to let the driver pass, unlike most people who rode and trained on this route. Simply because 
this two lane road has both hills and curves. Both of these would endanger the driver if he or she tried to pass by 
going into the oncoming traffic lane. 

Given how Kentucky drivers along this route are very respectful towards cyclists, I felt an even stronger need to 
repay their tolerance with kindness. This rural route seemed to have the same amount of “share the road signs,” 
as all of Greater Cincinnati. Case in point: 

Source: Google

In the case of Route 17, most of the drivers there, even being mostly Kentuckians, were nice and patient with 
cyclists and I didn’t want them to get hurt either. 

However, in urban Cincinnati, just seeing me from 100 yards up ahead of them would lead to the driver just 
being angry I decided to ride my bike on the road. This is one thing the Queen City does have worse than other 
cities; an attitude that cyclists have no right to be on the road- period. This idea manifests itself often by drivers 
yelling at me and other local cyclists to, “Get on the sidewalk!!!”

I’ve heard this cry while I’ve been riding alone, riding with groups, riding in an empty parking lane, you name 
it. The first time I heard it I was in the parking lane slowing no one. It was just a yell to declare my rank, my 
position in life as a cyclist and to remind my “stupid” self that I had no place being in traffic with people doing 
“serious” things like getting to work. No matter that I was getting to work, too! The point is that the belief was 
that I had no right to be in the road. 

Along these lines, here is the epitaph of a 12th Century Anglican Bishop:



“When I was young and free and my imagination had no limits, I dreamed of changing the world. As I grew older and 
wiser, I discovered the world would not change, so I shortened my sights somewhat and decided to change only my 
country. But it, too, seemed immovable. As I grew into my twilight years, in one last desperate a�empt, I se�led for 

changing only my family, those closest to me, but alas, they would have none of it. And now, as I lie on my deathbed, 
I suddenly realize: If I had only changed myself first, then by example I would have changed my family. From their 
inspiration and encouragement, I would then have been able to be�er my country, and who knows, I may have even 

changed the world.”

The Day I Put My Heart into Riding and Where that Road Led
One day, I’d been listening to WAIF, the community radio station, during its summer programming. This was 
in 1997 and there was still a few good punk/ alternative shows on WAIF during its open summer programming 
line up. 

The lapse in good, inspiring alternative caused by it being diluted into the mainstream left an amazing array of 
good, but meaningless music. This music was pop dressed in punk clothing. The music I used to hear which was 
focused upon meaning became filled with people, while still artists, ever mindful of money and pleasing labels.

I know as an artist that what will kill your art is trying to please people. Art school really brings home to some 
of us, what can happen to creativity in a competitive environment. 

Radio used to be an adventure into the unknown before 1992; after this it became mostly the stomping ground 
for wanna-be rich musicians, with egos in full throttle; and ego kills good art. Why? This is because you only 
work as hard as you have to. If you get too much approval, what you do can seem meaningless. 

The Tao says, “Success is as dangerous as failure.” I’m sure many dead musicians could testify to this. 
Personally, I hated the attention I received when I was riding; the long stares, which invade your privacy and 
dehumanize you. I can see why so many celebrities lose it. Me, I just wanted to do something good and inspire 
more of the same. I didn’t want nor expect such unwarranted attention. Hell, it was just my form of transit. In 
my mind, it wasn’t abnormal; NYC had plenty of bicycles and the city didn’t break down or collapse. As to why 
this activity left Midwesterners in stupidified awe was unexpected to me; just as unexpected as it was to them 
that people could/would ride bikes in a city. 

 Hearing this music that day affirmed and ignited the things in me which were already there; be it optimism, a 
sense of responsibility, a will to seek meaning and move to something greater.

This music on the radio that day gave the dreamer in me the affirmation to move on into the unknown, with no 
precedents for me to follow in me taking up my bike for social change.  

I heard three good songs. One was a motivating song by Pennywise called “Society.” Some of the lyrics read: 
“Society, we all know there’s something wrong and we know it all along  
Sincerity, You may think there’s no one else till they put you on a shelf…
Society, Crush the weak to get your share cause nobody’s playing fair  
And no one cares…  
When finding the truth makes no difference to you  
Anyway you look at it you’re gonna get screwed  
You lose  
Society, No one here can get along cause our history’s to long  



Sincerity, Think you’re going with the flow but you never really know…” 
Song clip: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zytrNdgVPDM

I’d say other’s interest in finding the truth or lack thereof was screwing them. We had no idea and still know 
little of the consequences of climate change, not to mention the irony imbedded in driving where after you work 
the long hours to pay for your car, your average speed is only 10 mph. “Hey, driving is normal; biking isn’t- get 
on the sidewalk.”
I’d rather be a happy freak than among the normal amongst lemmings jumping off a cliff.
 
Another was another song which got both my heart and my soul racing for that first bike mosh down 
Montgomery at full carefree speed was, “Facet Squared” by Fugazi. This band appropriately has an 
unprecedented dedication to ethos; they never sell anything at a profit; keep the costs of attending a show 
minimal. Fugazi is a mainstay of listening by most activists, simply because it is music with a spirit and 
conscience. Most of us who came of age to this music, and who still care about things, feel strongly that this 
band which really started the “do it yourself,” ethic fits the work we do. Also that Ian MacKaye wrote a song 
about sexual harassment from the standpoint of a woman, which was so compelling that the band chose to 
borrow a woman from another proficient band to sing the song to make it carry over with the writers full intent. 
An old video of an old performance of this song is here: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bVDmFm0FxmM

The some lines from this are, 
“Pride no longer has definition, everybody wears it, it always fits, a state invoked for the lack of position… irony is 
the refuge of the educated, always complaining but they never quit,… strength is the bait that keeps us so busy…
it’s the investment that keeps us tied up in all these strings, we draw lines and stand behind them, that’s why flags 
are such ugly things that they should never… touch the ground.”
Song clip: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SoEkMD-1dCk

The other was a contemplative song by a band from Louisville, KY called Metroschifter. The name of this 
song, was, “It Used to be so Easy.” These songs were played and after the Pennywise song, the DJ said with 
enthusiasm, “This song just makes you feel, ‘Yes! We are together and we can change the system!” 

The song from Louisville also was deep and apropos song for me at the time. It had the line, “Change the world 
or at least my place in it.” That really, really was the best way to sum in two words the core of why I rode 
then! It was for me, but also the world; it was good no matter which way you looked at it… provided it wasn’t 
through the eyes of ignorance.  This song really wasn’t punk and had this struggling, introspective feel to it. 
This made it good to keep it in my head to keep me going on tough or long rides.  

I was amazed I still was able to find and remember the band to hear the song again on YouTube and get the 
lyrics. Here they are:

“Overextended, sometimes life is less than what I expected. 
I’m so confused about which of these pieces I’m supposed to use. 
Alone in a voting booth, quietly wishing there was something to live for. 
Thinking of ways I can leave my mark, 
change the world, or at least my place in it. 
It used to be so easy.”

Lyrics source: http://www.slamdek.com/metroschifter/words.html 
Song clip: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5HKq4G2qjas

I rode the long stretch in Kentucky (ironically) alone, on off hours like Saturday mornings to, yes, train for my 
commute with that song in my head.  It expressed so much of what I felt at the time. 



“I’m so confused about which of these pieces I’m supposed to use.”

Strangely fitting words for my situation; I was awash in information and data, and riding this light machine, for 
which could possibly have meaning in solving the problems presented by the information.  Yet, no one could 
see past the illusions; illusions like bikes are all heavy, that you can’t be smarter than the traffic on the streets. 
You see, I never had a chance to start the dialogue which needed to happen with people. 

My personal encounters were almost exclusively, dangerous, fast situations where general public ignorance 
about cycling technology became manifest in violence. 
I knew in the driver’s perceptions that all they saw was what appeared to be a girl moving fast on a machine, to 
which in their memory was a heavy, pig iron, toy. 
My speed I can guess was to be assumed to be a result of some freak of nature shit. My presence on the road 
was seen as lack of judgment. 

You need to realize that at the time, getting along and understanding well the times I was holding people up 
because my bike couldn’t go faster, required me to find some more publicly admissible solutions. 

So yes, I bought the aluminum bike to reduce the tensions on the road. Yet, as soon as I thought I stole fire from 
the gods, and was going to bring this racing machine to the people for practical use, I was blindsided by the 
reaction of the poor Black community, which already formed their opinions on the users of these machines. 

I had two waves of ignorance to ride, the lack of support of the environmentalist contingency, locally, due to 
creative class flight.  You know, when you acquire information, a responsibility comes with it. While some say 
discretion is the better part of valor, I felt the urgency to push this solution in light of the truth. 

At that point I couldn’t sit on what I knew. The first thing I knew was technological; bikes can be very fast if 
constructed out of the right materials. The second thing I knew at solutions to climate change was slow coming, 
if coming at all. I felt like that I did not want to be a part of the pretending and hoping; the facts when learned 
were too unsettling. I hated the local idiots who said that they wanted the planet to warm up because they hate 
winter. I really think that people believed the hype, believed this wasn’t actually possible, wasn’t the fault of our 
collective fossil fuel consumption and that I was the one who was misguided. 

The cartoonist Derf at CityBeat had no problem taking SUV drivers on. He did this often in his strip, “Middle 
Class White Suburban Man.” This was a comic strip with a suburban man drawn like Superman with a big 
“W” on the front of his superhero garb. In this strip, Derf would describe the laments of the hero in his monster 
SUV which required a ladder to get into. If an issue came up where the hero wasn’t happy about something, the 
message, “Take the damn bus,” would be suggested to Middle Class White Suburban Man.

Yes, the damn bus. It isn’t like our bus system was actually designed to take, well, white people climbing the 
ladder, any place of importance. It wasn’t like the Black people who were damned to depending on crap-ass 
Metro liked the bus system. The fact that our light rail never happened was because the black people fought it 
because it didn’t serve their neighborhoods. All the years of repressed anger they felt over being screwed over in 
terms of public transit had no place to go, so they leaped at the first opportunity to vent: the light rail proposal. 

And yes, that is really how things work in Cincinnati. There is a war between the suburbs and the poor black 
people.  For the black people, their feelings are totally justified in light of the history here; half of which I didn’t 
know because my family isn’t from here. 

For the middle and upper class, there is a denial and a will to ignore issues until they are forced to; usually by 



the world outside the city seeing what happens here. This was the lesson of the riots. It is also the lesson of 
why only until the past year, that the city has ever taken the needs of cyclists seriously. We had to get rated as 
one of the worst places in the country for cyclists. If you learn nothing else from this book, then not only learn, 
but memorize this fact: the only way the city changes is by having its flaws noticed nationally. This city hates 
change with a passion, but the need to not look like total asses will trump this urge at least moderately. 

Oh, and about me? I had my ass kicked by all these issues. Bikes became another thing to attack for black 
people, to express their rage at the class which had easy jobs, got fat, an exercised to offset that fact. I know the 
fact of a bicycle’s price was reason enough for them to hate the people who rode them (expensive toy, maybe?). 
Somehow, in their minds, we who rode were all spoiled college kids who were just dumb enough to get lost in a 
Black neighborhood. Unfortunately, that did have some truth to it with some people I saw. 

The lack of mingling between our very segregated city lent me to think that the people in poor communities like 
Over the Rhine should figure that I wasn’t a yuppie. In their minds I was just some confused, spoiled yuppie lost 
in their community. I figure that this wasn’t so much of a stretch since I’d seen college boys and more take those 
light mountain bikes they bought into the city streets on occasion on a lark. 

These guys looked duly terrified and mostly rode in groups. Not surprisingly, I’d never see them do it again. 
I’m sure that was what I was assumed to be. Rich college kids bought mountain bikes then pretty often and nice 
road bikes were also upper class items. The city would be assumed to be too dangerous, and sometimes is for 
cheaper bikes. This led the poor black demographic to feel justified in harassing me. 

I know the same assumptions have been made about another guy who rode, yes, a mountain bike then. That is 
from the instances he tells me of getting attacked and harassed and that even I assumed him to be just a spoiled 
college boy when I saw him say hi to me with his nice bike when I met him. It took me maybe 10 minutes after 
that to realize I’d made a false assumption and that incredibly this guy was very similar to me.

I can’t stress enough how much it hurts to be assumed to be the people you hate; especially while you area still 
being beaten up by this upper class group you hate. 
Getting buzzed by a Beemer driver clocking fifty without the scarcest behavioral accommodation for my 
physical presence on the road makes me feel so much… love?

So I experience this gesture which screams “YOU DON”T MATTER,” more than anything- only to go into 
OTR 15 minutes later and have a group of brothas taunt me with threats of jacking my bike. I don’t say anything 
back to them because 9 times out 10 I’m so strung out with anger and adrenaline about the Beemer warriors, 
that I knew I was only capable of severe retaliatory violence. I just had the real need to snap someone’s neck as 
far as my instincts are concerned- I’d never have the patience and calmness to play Martin Luther King, educate 
these guys on me, on which side of the war I was on, and why bikes were a vital part of our struggle. 

No matter- I’d probably have been laughed at anyway unless I had some cult of personality, leadership gene. 
I didn’t. I also knew full well that there were so few “Greens” left, that anything I said wouldn’t sound real or 
have any support. I hope the Brothas forgive me for my yelling at them. It wasn’t personal. It was the best I 
could do to keep a boundary up so I could keep my bike and ride it- affording another was out of the question. 
Don’t steal from poor people, even be they just starving artists, as a general rule- we aren’t that nice in those 
situations. 

These guys would also yell, “College boy.” Indeed many people automatically think all cyclists are men- you 
are only assumed to be female if you carry the muscle tone of veal calf…usually from living like a veal calf in 
a crate. Women are punished sometimes for having healthy bodies often by manipulative things like calling us 



lesbians or by treating us differently. However, men I suggest that maybe having to babysit your weak girlfriend 
all the time gets old.  When you are called upon to lift, move and fix everything all the time because your girl 
can’t perform the task, think about what I’m telling you now.  Unwatched football games are the price of being 
the one in control all the time. Karma, baby!

At least my hippie neighbors were worker types like me at this time. There was one guy who’d ride the gauntlet 
each night down Vine Street in the heart of Over the Rhine. This area is pure inner city chaos, where people get 
shot with a frequency and something is wrong if you don’t see hookers. This is just the reality there. Dilapidated 
ancient buildings, slumlords, and crime are par for the course. The reason we pretend we have no grocery store 
in Downtown Cincinnati is that the only one, the Kroger’s is on this street. Kathy Wilson, the African American 
writer and regular on NPR did a story on it in “Your Negro Tour Guide” in CityBeat. Her description was, 
“Brown meat, bootleg cabbies and liquor,” were among the inevitable offerings down there. 

Kroger sort of makes a point of not caring about its stores in poor areas. In the one in Corryville, if you aren’t 
waiting in line for at least 20 minutes because the store decides to keep a chronic skeleton crew, then you must 
have gotten lucky or have arrived at 3am. Erstwhile, the ones in the suburbs which cater to yuppies are far 
larger, considerably better staffed, larger stores. The ones in the city can be dirty, to say the least. The bathroom 
is beyond horrible, if you get lucky enough to use it. 

This mountain bike guy, however commuted down Vine St. in Over the Rhine each night. He told me stories 
of all the bottles he had to dodge. I sort of vowed never to travel Vine St. after this point, though I didn’t do it 
anyway for other reasons. The “most dangerous corner in the entire city” being on it was probably part of the 
reason. Later, after it mellowed out considerably I would ride it.

The concept of “empathetic, Green, anti-racist, activist,” seemed then an alien concept. 
This confused me at first, but I soon came to blame the “creative class” who left for leaving this city and above 
all, the city which lead to their flight in the first place.

As for the black people, I lacked the skill to sit calm after just being threatened or insulted and then bore them 
to pieces with a history lesson, or to dredge up an issue as frivolous to them in their situation as climate change. 
If I had no luck with educated whites taking the issue as even real, let alone seriously, I might have done 
differently. 

Yeah, right. I’d be fucking laughed while riding near the projects. So I said nothing and let them laugh anyway. 
I’d get angry when the threats about taking my bike went too far, and that anger would interfere with my 
willingness to really step in their shoes. Talk about friendly fucking fire; the kind only possible in Simplenati 
(what my co-worker from Los Vegas called the area in 1992). 

Really, the first front to which I should have expressed my ideas to were the remaining creative class types, but 
most of these people couldn’t see beyond their fear of bikes, much less listen to what I had to say. When you 
almost get plowed by a car load of hippies and they are all laughing about the fact they almost hit you, and can 
feel like you can’t count on anything. 

So, the line, “I’m confused about which of these pieces I’m supposed to use,” was about being stuck with 
knowledge, which felt important, an intriguing bike and no clue on what to do with this. I think these problems 
still infect the region. I once thought the best way to change the city would be to just give away and leave 
on people’s lawns expensive Cannondales, on the hopes they actually might learn to perceive the bicycle 
differently. 



That one friendship I lost over suggesting that the guy might ride a bike, is still lost for this fact alone.  The 
condescension I received about riding bikes from this Northside resident this year was testimony enough. I 
assumed by now he would know something more about bikes, given that Northside was filled with them. Yeah, I 
never learn, do I? 

So which of these pieces was I supposed to use? 

The line, “It used to be so easy.” That says it all, especially when you’re in your 20’s, struggling, and the 
world appears to be showing the first signs of being a major disappointment, or even headed in some new, 
disturbing direction. That line is repeated at the end with a feel of emphasis and frustration. It was a song for my 
generation, my people who didn’t get sucked into running as far from their roots as possible. 

Yes, riding with earphones is always a bad idea, so getting songs intentionally stuck in one’s head is about the 
only way to replace the car stereo. However, I did plot ways to make listening to music and riding viable- I am 
this way. I have a car now but I seem to value its stereo system more than the car itself. Reason would win in the 
end; your ears are your best helpers when riding and sacrificing your ability to hear in traffic can be dangerous.  

Also, I’d read in racing books that sustaining yourself on long rides and even proper riding requires a rhythm to 
your cadence. The Metroschifter song worked very well with giving me the rhythm I needed to sustain for long 
miles in the heat.

It is a simple song, but in the simplest things are some of the wisest. Listening to these tunes, in what felt 
like a cultural lull in time, with new issues presented at my feet, but no direction or support from peers or the 
mainstream, at least in the music I knew people still did think about the same things I did. These things are in 
all our faces, and it is up to us when and how we come to terms with them; I feel always that we cannot escape 
them.

I set my ethical cadence at this point and decided to find a life with meaning. I succeeded so well in this- i.e. I 
found meaning. The real battle was in me conveying my experience of happiness with biking and that this acted 
counted for the world. 

I think I lost that battle, but the odds were way too far against me. It took until 2001 to find a like minded person 
in the city. Later, I would ride far out into Kentucky and keep the song in my head, as it fit well with the rhythm 
of pushing bike and body for miles and miles. Obviously, the lyrics fit with what I was doing. 

That was much later. 

The day in 1998 was when I let this music motivate me in my riding and my concern for the world around me, 
as I was demonstrating free transit and wanted to see the joy that could bring. 

Idealistic, yes, but looking down on idealism is for Type A’s and others who don’t or have given up dreaming. 
Dreaming is what pushes the human race further, so say what you will. By the way, the creative class is more 
than a cash cow, and we have a long history of being hated by people afraid to dream. 

Kentucky State Route 17



I’d ridden Route 17 in Kentucky many times. I’d first heard of it as a place to ride from a fellow student at 
Cincinnati State. She was an older woman in my typing class, back in 1997 when I was first experimenting 
with bike commuting. When I went to class with my bike gear, she spoke with me one day. She told me her son 
participated in RAAM (Race across America). 

She told me that he rode this route to train. She used to caution me each day I rode to class, telling me to be 
careful and use my helmet. I’d assure her that I’d mostly stay on the sidewalks, and always wore a helmet. The 
helmet I had was a cheap, ugly one, but back then I didn’t get the best bike gear, not so much over money, but 
there was still part of me that didn’t regard a bike as real transit, so investing in the best, most flashy equipment 
seemed trivial to me. 

I never took it as serious; I regarded it as an experiment. 

She told me one day how her son was hit by a car doing a training ride in KY. She said he wasn’t seen by a 
driver speeding over a sharp hill, and landed on the car’s windshield. She said he had to get tons of stitches from 
the glass. 

Each day, like a mother, she’d caution me. I saw her ride in to class in her son’s car one day and it was covered 
with bike company stickers.

The first time I rode Route 17 it was to discover where her son rode and possibly meet him. I didn’t go that 
far on that route, when I discovered the 50 mph speed limit and lack of shoulder. I wasn’t an experienced or 
confident enough rider to risk it; especially given that the Raleigh I owned had limitations on speed. 

Later I was invited to ride it with some bike shop guys. They were doing a training ride and I’d never been 
on one before. They sprinted for their merciless training ride which they invited me for while I was on the 
steel framed Raleigh. I had the original steel handlebars on this bike, and keeping up with this severe gap in 
equipment was a fool’s errand. 
Keeping up was critical since I’d left everything including my apartment keys at their shop. 



 

I rode as fast as I could until the entire pack disappeared. I had read so much about cycling; the best way I 
learned to increase my speed was using an aerodynamic crouch demonstrated in a book. I exploited this method 
for all it was worth. About half way out, when I’d long given up on seeing them, one of them named, “Mark,” 
had stopped to wait for me. Later when I complained of serious dehydration, he gave me water. One of the 
other guys, actually a blonde guy who tailgated me in his car, complete with a bike on top, on the downhill into 
Covington, the first time I ventured out to explore this place on my own. I have no idea what the hell that was 
about, other than down hills can be taken far faster, and with less repercussion that with a bike with enough 
weight to have a mind of its own. That’s the only good assumption I can think of. 

In the heat, with no water, and the need to catch these guys, I dropped down into a hard core aerodynamic 
crouch and pedaled for all I was worth. That I had no idea where the road would go, and given that I needed to 
get into a locked bike shop to just get my things and go home, I was screwed. It was originally, the shop owner 
which said I should leave my stuff in the shop.  I really had no idea where they were going and given I never 
went that far out, I didn’t know if they’d turn off and I’d lose them for good.

Using knowledge to beat the odds yet again, I dropped down in the most aero crouch I could. I’d read in a book 
about a racer who kept his face practically near the bars themselves and wore polycarbonate lenses to protect his 
eyes from road debris. This was 1990’s strategies, yet all the same, knowing that aerodynamics is the key factor 
which makes speed possible. It is even more important than weight. 

The book, Bicycle Cult,  states that the record speed for a bicycle was over 100 mph and this was achieved not 
just through a double cranked and chained special titanium bike, but through the bike drafting off a race car. 

This demonstrates that even the best bike with the strongest rider is limited more by wind resistance than weight 
or strength. I’d used aerodynamics to get speed advantage when I didn’t have the cash for a lighter bike, or 
better components. I do concede that buying better components for the Raleigh made little sense, so I used 
technique and knowledge to enable myself necessary speed. 

Back then, the theory was to keep the bike in a more difficult gear equated to more speed. I did this. I also used 
the technique of directing your center of gravity to add to pressure you put on your pedals to ascend hills. 

A Very Strange Ride

One day, I did was I loved to do, and took Route 17 alone, to the end which is 39 miles round trip from Clifton. 
It was a gorgeous day, and while I rag on people who train all the time, the way training makes you feel is 
beyond words. You energy level is so much higher; you are so much more relaxed and confident. A training 
ride, you would think, would just exhaust you or run you into the ground. This isn’t true. You feel energized 
afterwards, though maybe hungry depending on whether you bring sugar based items, which keep the muscle 
component and key to riding endurance, glycogen at optimal levels. 

There are stages of development which your body goes through in adjustments to making long distances. A 
general rule is that to make even longer distances than 40 miles possible, is just adjusting the body and how it 
functions for the feat. This isn’t a strength issue. Weight lifting is completely different, and in my opinion, can 
be tough to commit to. 
No, once you take rides like this, you will want to do it again and again. 

The basic gist of it, from what I read in the 90’s, is this: 



In most all physical activity, you will reach the point to where you are out of breath. Yet, this is not the point 
where the body needs to cease the activity. When the body can’t get enough oxygen, it switches to anaerobic 
respiration. Since I’ve read this stuff too long ago, going into details just isn’t going to happen. As always, I 
remember the important things, so don’t worry. 

From what I recall, at the point the body switches to anaerobic respiration, the body is using something different 
from just the oxygen in the red blood cells to create energy. It is interesting to note, that just like photosynthesis, 
when we break down food into energy, it is just a chemical reaction. Oxygen is a key component to this. The 
book may have used some allegory to describe it such as it being like a combustion engine, where the oxygen 
and fuel have to combine to ignite and cause the explosions to move the pistons. 

After this point you switch to anaerobic, distances won’t really strain you, and you do feel, to some degree, that 
you can go on riding indefinitely. From that point on, performance maintenance is more about keeping a low 
level (50 calories) of sugar on hand and protein which doesn’t need to be digested, since digestion takes energy 
away from the body, and can lead to build ups in lactic acid (read cramps!).  Also involved in distance riding, 
but even more important is proper rehydration which involves drinks with salt, potassium and phosphorus 
which are balanced appropriately. 

I am glad I started reading about bikes back then, however, because I’ve learned some old school ways cyclists 
used to complete long rides and races. One racer from the 1950’s would get by on Coca Cola. Bananas are 
a basic mainstay to riding because no other fruit yields more potassium than these. Peanuts and raisins were 
always mixed and used by cyclists to maintain both protein and blood sugar levels. Personally, I’d ditch the 
cola, because corn syrup is a nasty thing; and if you see how this quite artificial substance is created, you will 
never want to touch the stuff again. PBS has a show which will show this two you; a documentary made by 
two people to see why corn was so important of an industry and tried to figure it out by raising a few acres. 
Definitely, recommended TV to watch! 

 Look it up, for a far better description. I do know the same book stated that only people who train in cycling 
really push the limits in getting the added bonuses of aerobic training. Joggers and runners will never get to 
these limits because the impact stress of the activity will limit its duration. 

Cycling has no impact stress, and with the even distribution of body weight, with proper bike fitting, the issue 
of having stressed or sore arms or legs only becomes an issue if you stop commuting, training, whatever you do 
for a few months and then go and crank out 80 miles. 

God forbid, I actually remember the name of the book from which I read this. The fact is that anaerobic 
respiration is something which happens in the body, which you can learn to feel it when it happens. When 
you’ve pushed yourself to your limits and breath is starting to get scarce, you get to a point when you are beat; 
but then you proceed to a point where you can keep going as if the instance of exhaustion and shortness of 
breathe are gone. 

I think (my memory sucks on this point, so please look this up) training reduces or increases the amount of time 
it takes to shift from either aerobic to anaerobic. The thing I remember from experience is that the shortness 
of breath and strain of the transition from aerobic, to anaerobic diminishes, and that anaerobic respiration 
development is the key traveling very long distances. I’m thinking distances people which I have met have 
ridden like from Kansas to Massachusetts- and the guy doing this was in his 50’s and on a mountain bike with a 
Burley trailer. 



I started working for a landlord, simply because he took interest in my bike as I was passing by his property. He 
had ridden a very heavy, crappy, three speed from the plains states to Cincinnati when he was discharged from 
the military. 

With these two examples, it is noteworthy to see that these people didn’t do it on an expensive Cannondale; that 
the physiological adaptation factor in the human body is just as much, if not more of a component of being a 
good rider. As to being lucky enough to afford an expensive bike, in my mind only becomes an issue in a few 
circumstances; A. when you are racing. B. When you ride recreationally with other people who have these bikes 
and you want to keep up and not slow the group. C. When you are such a lousy athlete, you have to hide this 
with something.

When I stop riding, the first and only thing I have noticed to be a problem in the past 5 years is running out of 
breath and then feeling worn out.  Muscle aches and cramps aren’t issues, unless I don’t think and eat before 
biking heavily. 

One entirely selfish goal of my bike training, which has turned out to prove the theory behind it, is that my 
muscles come back very quickly even if I am out sick (with usually IC) and start riding after being idle for 
months.  The theory I read about stated riding over many years will forever train your body to maintain and 
preserve those muscles. I believed it then because I was struggling to keep up with a 70 year old man out in the 
country- when I was averaging about 20 miles per day.  

We Will Ride Crappy Bikes!!!

I know someone who has ridden on a mountain bike since that trend occurred and won’t ride road bikes 
willfully and who has no issues with taking the most beat up bikes out. Yes, most of it is due to his bikes getting 
stolen and needing to ride crap. Actually the guy had a nice Kona mountain bike in 2001 with Carbon Fiber 
rims and the whole 9 yards. Pity he said it was destroyed by a collision with a bus.  Next he bought a serious 
downgrade, a Kona all the same, but a cro-moly Kona. Then this bike was stolen. He has had at least 3 bikes 
stolen that I know of. This guy has successful chased down bike thieves on foot and tackled them as they rode 
away with his bike. He was dealing with one of the curses of urban living in Cincinnati to deal with theft and 
being hit by cars. Back in those days when things were tougher and all those who ride now probably laughed at 
bicyclists. I only say this because all the people I knew including him who rode, and there were basically none 
of us, lived this double life of dealing with dangerous situations to which cyclists with money to just replace 
bikes and no guts to ride anywhere but safe places like Route 17 had little if any empathy. I don’t think we 
actually cared- the opinions of arm chair critics really don’t matter. 

The irony of all this is that certain cyclists treated this guy like crap at one point for his shabby ride. That is 
sort of like laughing at Iraq veterans for missing arms. Even uttering the word poseur in response would be 
pointless, since the ignorance is just too astounding. 

Some of us actually used our bikes; some of us were car free. Those that I knew, including myself, who rode 
then were doing this based on knowledge and the desire to be green. Not extreme poverty or poor judgment. It 
was so nice to meet these people and discuss real issues- to see the issues I learned about not just being known 
by someone else but cared about. 



My commutes early on were harder but without any crime incidents or thefts. This was important since I rode 
through Avondale each day then. I was treated nice, or just like part of the woodwork until I bought a shiny 
aluminum bike. Then I experienced all hell breaking loose as a new demographic found reason to hate me and 
assail me. I had no idea why this was happening. The rude Lycra crowd gave me some clues as to why. Later 
I came to understand that there was more of a class/race war in the city and riding that shiny new aluminum 
bike was akin to screaming, “Yes, I’m another Yuppie parasite out flaunting my toy and exercising in your 
overworked faces- kill me now!”

It is these experiences of mine and other people which lead me to define a new category of cyclist: one who 
actually uses their bike functionally. It is a shame that only messengers are cool now because messenger work 
is scarce and isn’t going to influence climate change or really get most people into cycling. For me it was the 
joy of the exercise, of being outdoors it was also getting to places and getting work done using my bike and 
showing other people they too could do this here in Cincinnati. 

Back when I read about bike commuting in the 1990’s most all texts on the subject recommended getting a 
crappy bike for the job- one which could be wrecked or stolen without being missed. I followed this ethos the 
first few years of riding until Cincinnati traffic proved too formidable and impatient to accommodate this. What 
changed when I switched to a better bike was I lost my anonymity and safety in poor areas

What was far more relevant for both of us was being in a city full of thieves and drivers ignorant and terrified 
of bikes- when there were at best 5 people riding in the city at the time. The situation was so crazy that when 
the riots happened I was sort of relieved for I’d sense the tension each day, and know well I could lose my bike. 
I’m sure I avoided the theft of my ride mostly by being creative. Being accustomed to New York, I knew then 
that New York sites would offer the best fare in creative crime prevention. I learned of someone who painted 
their nice bike with ugly brown house paint (after coating the frame with car wax for easy paint removal later 
on). I painted up my bike, and made sure to hit every part with oil based paint and even painted fake rust on the 
aluminum brakes and parts which looked far too new and tempting. Trust me when you see someone making 
assessments of the value of your locked bike, you learn what to cover up. 

This redecoration, to which I had to scrounge at ideas to make the defacement of my bike seem like something 
other than theft deterrence. I unfortunately did this work in haste the week after my place was nearly robbed, 
when I was also planning to move. Again, I was living in a crappy area as a result of having my life screwed up 
from cracking my ribs after hitting a pothole on MLK. 

. 

This experience makes me feel nice bikes are overrated and exclusionary. I guess this means we either have to 
tame traffic or not be racist, elitist jerks to the poor in our community. We’ll see what happens first. 

 Yet, I can’t feel that there might be some of that urban cyclist integrity short circuiting the desire to join the 
hipster throngs and get that fixie. Oh and there’s the fact that he said he wouldn’t trust himself with all that 
speed at his disposal. The fact is that he’s skilled enough to subsist for years riding these bikes. That brings up 
my other point:

Who says you can’t urban cycle on a crappy bike? Old school NYC Messengers would do it.

This is because in NYC your bike will likely be ripped off, therefore riding something nice can actually be a 



hazard. Bike jackings can and do happen.

Or for that matter, I know someone who since 2001 has intentionally ridden crappy bikes (notice the lack of 
quotes on that term).  He is an urban, socially conscious type. He can beat me on others who ride aluminum, 
while going up hill on what was a heavy, old as hell Murray ten speed. Recently, I spoke with him and he said 
he rode that kind of bike quite intentionally, and said he was not interested, nor ever going to be, in getting a 
bike which cost money and looked down on people who did. No he wasn’t black, crazy or a hobo either; he’s 
definitely socially conscious, considering where I met him.

Also, because, your bodies conditioning is truly “use it or lose it,” most racing cyclists will do other activities 
during the winter just to maintain their aerobic training levels. 

Some women mocked my upper body strength I had in the beginning of this decade, but after all these years, 
my triceps and other cycling involved are muscles can develop highly. Though, most of this was acquired by 
riding hills. In 2001, I really had much upper body strength because when my derailleur was completely messed 
up, an old shop which used to be in Uptown modified my derailleur in the back to stay in one gear. Yes, I was 
riding a single speed in 2001. Back then you could only read about single speed conversion kits being purchased 
and shops wouldn’t fix your bike around here unless you had both brakes. 

Above and beyond all, training is very addictive. Going where you are around nature and actually breathing air 
clean enough to have your commuter lungs really show what they are made out of is sheer nirvana. Knowing 
you can go for over 100 miles and want to is cool as hell. Eventually, the question is begged for a cyclist, 
“Where are you going?” Personally, I couldn’t escape this question. 

I became so dismayed with how people reacted to urban cycling. I experienced much in the way of driver 
impatience; often if I were stopped at a light, someone behind me would show impatience through honking or 
buzzing me the minute the light turned green. I rode fast, but more often than not, like in situations like traffic 
lights, where drivers had no indication of what my speed would be, the rudeness would start just at the sight of a 
bicycle in the driver’s eyes.  I tried to always go fast, be courteous. It wouldn’t be for years I’d know collisions 
from behind were rare. 

I loved to train, especially when I had the new Trek. The problem I realized, after a while was that I was living 
to train.

I’d become so frustrated with the problems of the city, avoiding it was my first act of protest against the 
situation.  If I saw the issue of bikes as irrelevant to changing the negative things in the city, I would have been 
okay with this. 

I didn’t feel that way; I had too much of an education about why what I was doing was important.  If the 
residents of the city hated me for just being there, then fine; whatever; I was helping these people, not 
contributing to the smog of the city and showing people there was another way of doing things. 

As for the idiots who though I went out there to die, my goal was the opposite: this was to prove that you could 
ride a bike in the city and not only survive, but live well.

Thus, I knew that by just living to ride Route 17 and avoiding running errands in daytime traffic, I was 
intentionally avoiding the problems of the city. Yet, I began to feel like maybe I deserved to have that bottle 
thrown at me for avoiding the social issues which brought this behavior on and (attempting to) join the ranks of 
the apathetic middle class in useless activity (I kid you fucking not!). If for any other reason, I had to figure that 



the black community was mad as hell then, and I know full well most anger is justified (violence is more of a 
tedious issue, do please don’t err in mistaking anger with violence; these are separate issues). 

Pick your Poison- Energy Conundrums and a Scenic Ride

Photo: Kentucky State Route 17 west, River Road. Source: Google

All the same, I always remember what I saw one when day I went to the very, very end of Route 17.  

I rode alone on that road most all the time at this point. I rode Route 17 alone at first because I had a steel frame 
bike and wanted not be humiliated by the limitations of the bike in group riding; although, I had not even picked 
up anything as light as what these people had at this point. I had ignorance about what can be an elitist sport, 
and didn’t want to deal with being left to the wind, literally and figuratively. 

I loved doing my own training rides on this route and rode it often just for the joy of seeing this stretch of the 
city which escaped development and sprawl. This route was a gift to me, a reminder of the world saved from 
our evisceration of nature in the name of “progress.” 

To take it without looking at a cyclometer and caring for nothing but speed as some did, is the best way too take 
it. That style fits with a different personality type than mine; more Type A, more riding to win and make money; 
not riding to better the world. 

It was all males who I rode with there before and the need they have within them of competition reminded me 
of the vary thing which made such natural strips so rare. 

Really, speed is something which I loved to develop, but for me missing the whole point of the world around me 
and failing to see life on a larger scale than ego would have begged the question, “why don’t I just get a car?”

There is a gravel road/driveway at the end of Route 17. One day, years later, I saw a racing cyclist sprint out of 



there, despite the gravel which is a pain for real road wheels. Then I had the aluminum Trek 1200, with narrow 
700c rims. This guy had the same kind of rims. Cyclocross was practically unheard of then. 

Anyhow, seeing this man exit that area, I decided to explore and see what was on the other end. I went for about 
2 miles down the drive, shrouded in dense trees. This area was a low lying basin, which collected flood water. 
It is a shadowed, sort of mosquito infested stretch through river basin type forest. It goes for a few miles. If 
you saw it on its face, you’d turn back and consider it a waste of time. Yet I had curiosity, and a desire to get 
something out of this ride; if nothing just being able to see the terminus of the route would be enough. 

Yet, what I found was breath taking. 

I rode and came to what was the end, with the trees giving way to sky and saw first a large white house, 
probably there for years. I hesitated for a second, making sure that I didn’t push too far out towards the house to 
count as a trespasser on that property.

Then I looked to the right. What I saw was the Ohio River where it was more expansive than in the city, bending 
harsh to the right with two hills on each side of it, covered with greenery and nothing else. Most striking was 
that this wide expanse of river was reflecting the light of the setting sun which was in juxtaposition to the river 
itself. 

It was an amazing sight to see, because the sun completely illuminated the Ohio River, creating a visage of a 
river of light. This sight was unique to the geography of the area, the time of year and the time of day; it was 
late summer, though. The Ohio River here must be pretty closely aligned to east and west.  The sun reflecting 
off the river wasn’t even half of what would have made this be the best photo I’d ever taking in my life, had I 
had a camera. This area is near the Indiana border and past where the Great Miami feeds into the Ohio. This 
makes the girth of this juncture of the river much larger than further East. Also amazing is the dramatic bend in 
the river here. 

In the distance, I did see the I-275 Bridge, but aside from the house, this was the only signs of urban/
development on the river. This lack of urban sprawl and marring by human civilization made this sight amazing. 
This is how Mark Twain and others would have seen at one point. We do have a wealth of natural heritage in the 
region, most of which is lost. 

I think the sight of no buildings, and the relentless industrial construction related to barge traffic on the Ohio 
and Kentucky sides was more amazing than the setting sun over the river. 

Yet, while taking this in, once my eyes adjusted to the glare of the sun, I noticed to my left something very 
interesting.  When you ride is only the end of the paved public road on Route 17, you will see over the trees 
behind the cornfield, for massive smoke stacks. Seeing what they connect to there is impossible. While now, 
you may think I’m a big tree hugger, I actually was less than interested in the purpose or origin of these 
stacks. Being an Ohioan, I am so used to industrialization, I don’t think about it. I did notice that the drifting 
fumes which came from this tower kind of took away the feeling of being far away from the city, with clean, 
oxygenated air being abundant. 

The smell of the smokestack output wasn’t chemical like near the stuff emanating from the factories off of I-75, 
but had the feel more of smog. 

The day I reached the furthest end of Route 17, after being taken aback by what nature can do, I looked to the 



right and had a good look at what man can do. It was then that it all hit me what those smoke stacks actually 
were about. 

I saw the large, ominous, nuclear silo on what was now a coal power plant. Back in the 1980’s, there was a fight 
over letting this nuclear facility become operational. Eventually, it was decided that it be switched essentially, to 
a coal burning facility. 

“What fucking irony,” I thought.  “This place, this road, which I rode often, may have actually avoided sprawl 
because of this monstrosity, rather than public will to preserve small farmers and land in Kentucky. 

I actually got chills from what I saw; after all, I grew up in the 1970’s and 1980’s. Nuclear power, nuclear war, 
Fernald, Chernobyl, and Three Mile Island were on the news when I was alive.  I lived in decades where nuclear 
power and weapons were the issue. We had a mostly nuclear arms race going on with the Soviet Union, to 
which was reaching a level of insanity, where we had enough nuclear bombs, reportedly, to destroy the planet 
completely and irrevocably.

I knew full well that this was indeed the coal firing facility that as best as I could remember, that it never 
became operational, and yet, I felt uneasy.  I thought about what if it had become operational. If it leaked or 
became a mess like Fernald, then, everyone out in that area would have been screwed. I would have been 
screwed standing in the spot which I stood. 

I felt oddly vulnerable and uncomfortable even thinking about this stuff. I hadn’t actually seen a nuclear silo 
since I was a kid, and seeing one as an adult, as someone of my generation, can be a strange experience. 

Then I took in the 4 giant smoke stacks. I looked at them. Up at the top of them, the blue sky was actually 
lighter and slightly distorted from steam, heat, carbon, or whatever was being put out by the stacks. The sky 
shifted like the illusions created by the heat on a hot road during the summer. 

The second irony: the now hot button issue of burning coal. I thought of all we do and have done in taking 
serious risks just to obtain energy. Certainly, at this time, I wasn’t equating coal and climate change with 
nuclear; there still wasn’t enough assurance out there for me to believe that even I was right to care about it. I 
just had some sources which postulated it would be a problem; I didn’t have any more certainty than the people 
who denied it was real, a problem- whatever. 

I had taken in more than I could process with the view and decided to turn back. Then it hit me hard. I thought; 
this is so absolutely stupid, crazy, whatever you want to call it. 
I have gone 18 miles out from just the city, not to mention I had to tack on 5 extra miles to this distance, on this 
stupid, damn, light, amazing, voiceless machine which required almost no energy. Not to mention the fact that I 
was doing this for fun!? 

The Fun of Bike Robbery Survival/Thwarting

When I cracked my ribs and was laid up in the hospital, my life was already hanging from a thread because 
my car died and I couldn’t keep my delivery job. I didn’t have all the money for rent, and was trying public 
assistance to find a place which would actually give you cash for rent. I had no kids, so certain services weren’t 
available to me. I just needed my pay stubs from my job to present to these people to get the $100 that I needed. 

It was all set into motion and I had to trek to my old job’s accounting office across town. 
That was when I was speeding on the bike and hit the crap on Madison Rd, be it rock or pothole, I never found 



out. 

The landlord began doing paperwork to get me off the premises at this point in the middle of September. I was 
just late with rent. When I was in the hospital, I was powerless to attend the hearing about the eviction, so I lost 
by default. You are required to cancel court hearings in person, I learned when I called. This cost me. 

I had to leave my old place and that would require rent and a deposit. With the piddling money I had left, I 
could afford only to move to subsidized housing. I was referred to an agency and they set me up in lower Price 
Hill. 

When I lived down there, I had no experience with a proper slum. The windows had cages on them. I still had 
the naïve white artist part of me, so the idea of riding my bike through white trash hell and settling there, didn’t 
seem the end of the world. The trouble is that the cages on the windows were there for a reason.

Some fuck saw me with the flash bike enough to get the idea of where I lived and that I was suburban enough to 
maybe be an easy target. 

I lived in the Neave St. hell zone. There were many teenagers with kids, a fair amount of crack dealing going 
on, but like all my experiences, it wasn’t all bad. I met this portly neighbor who loved going to Tall Stacks 
and one day I sat out front and spoke about river boats with him. He gave me a heads up that some guy was 
breaking down some of the neighbor’s doors with a sledge hammer and going in and stealing as much as they 
could. He said the guy broke down this older woman’s door and took what she had. 

It was kind of an amazing story, which explained why the back door of the Laundromat was barricaded heavily. 
A week or so passed and I just lived my life. Then one day, a couple of local BMX kids started asking about my 
road bike. I rode with them and then they asked how much I paid for it. I told them without thinking much about 
it. 

The next evening I returned from class around 8 pm. I did some serious riding then. I’d just ridden to Big Bone 
Lick State Park in KY.  So when someone threw something at my door hard, though I thought it was just kids 
being annoying I sprinted to the door and grabbed a stick I had lying around.  The apartment was large, so 
getting to the door fast wasn’t as simple as you’d think. 

I opened the door expecting to see a bratty kid and instead I see a fit white guy running into the alley across the 
street. I yelled, “What the fuck was that for?” and he just screamed back at me in a guttural voice, “BITCH!” 

He was a very fast runner, since he had made it to the alley in a very short amount of time. This turned out to be 
the beginning of what became a night long siege. 

He’d hurl bricks and large chunks of concrete and rocks at the door very hard, I’d call the cops, they’d sit there 
on the street and wait, and then give up and leave. He’d come back, throw another rock very violently at the 
door, I’d call the cops again, they’d come and wait for a while and leave. 

It went on until the cops changed shifts. The first cop was some older cop nearing retirement. The second 
set of cops was a young blond woman and a buzzed cut jock type cop. They came to my door and asked me 
to speak with them. I had placed every bit of furniture and heavy junk in front of the door; because I knew 
it wasn’t going to hold forever. I think he’d already tried to break down the door, because the night before I 
noticed that the door wasn’t flush with the frame when I shut it. There was just enough slack that it wasn’t worth 
thinking about, but it was becoming evident the night of the attempted robbery that either the lock or frame was 
weakening. 



I explained to these cops that I had the door barricaded and asked if they could talk with me through the 
window.  The female cop coldly said, “We will only to talk to you through the door- open it.” It took 5 minutes 
to move all the furniture. These cops were rude and very disinterested in my situation, unlike the cop on shift 
before. 

They left and when I called them again and they came back they said I was wasting their time, since they didn’t 
see the guy when they waited before for an hour. I said that he was running off in the alley across the street and 
that as long as you sit outside with your cruiser visible, he isn’t going to come out, just like he did with the other 
cop. 

They honestly didn’t care. The woman cop was blond and looked younger than me and was the rudest. The 
buzz cut cop looked like a disinterested jock. They said they weren’t going to come back unless this guy got in. 
Obviously they didn’t want to just sit around and babysit in their cruiser. 

 There was a third cop with them this time; he was a bit older, but shorter and wiry. He showed his flashlight on 
his door and saw the gashes in it. He looked like he wanted to say something but didn’t. 

The prom king and queen cops left and my heart sank because I knew that I was on my own with this one.  I 
was so tense; the scar tissue around my recent rib fracture began to hurt, just like how old people say their old 
wounds or joints hurt when a storm’s coming. 

I moved more stuff in front of the door and listened helplessly as this guy threw his rock at it. The time I went 
out with the cops I did see a chunk of concrete on the sidewalk and knew that was what he’d used before. 

I knew if he got in, he’d probably slam me with a rock, and this was one of the few times in my life I was scared 
so much I was shaking. 

He eventually gave up around two in the morning. I slept wearily and decided to deal with the crap in the 
morning. 

The Emergence of Concept and Translating Concept into Reality

I’ve taken a little over a year of Aikido. For some strange reason, maybe having so much time to think on my 7 
mile commute each day, I was playing with word combinations in my head to pass the time one day. Then, one 
day on my way back from the Aikido class, I noticed that bike and Aikido formed an interesting word combina-
tion: Bikido. At first, I thought, “What a coincidence. Whatever.” 

 It was a sunny day, and there was little traffic, so then I actually began contemplating if what I learned on the 
mat would actually be transferable to cycling. 

I mean, you can’t throw cars, obviously, but what about how you deftly maneuver around stronger opponents in 
Aikido. The core of Aikido anyway, is that it is not size, power or strength that is required to defend yourself. 
Using agility, thought, the momentum of things around you is what the art is really about. It is a beautiful art. 
The founder Morihei Ueshiba stated,” when surrounded by a circle of enemies, your mind is your best weapon. 
Kai
My first use of the martial art in my day to day cycling involved “kai” or yelling to get your attacker off guard. 
You have probably seen martial artists giving those yells in B-movies. The origin of this yelling tactic is that it 
sends the attacker off guard. 



 We seem to have an instinctive reaction to loud noises. Even if your attacker isn’t intimidated, the distraction 
affords you time which can be used to your advantage. Even Bicycling Magazines book, Bicycle Commuting 
Made Easy, says forget bike bells and whistles: yell. 

Bicycling Magazine says what works best is a strong yell emanating from the diaphragm. The yelling you see 
in those many karate movies is kai. It is not some crazy occidental cultural quirk. It is pure strategy. This is also 
used in Aikido in some schools. 

There were more very important concepts which I directly applied to my cycling. 

An essential Aikido lesson: never give your opponent an opening. This could translate as, don’t waste so much 
time in fear and dread of drivers, just never give them the opportunity to harm you in anyway. Never get in the 
direct path of someone who intends you harm. Circumvent, use the agility of the bike, consider your position-
ing and how the driver can move and anticipate how they will move. Read their faces. Listen to the car’s motor, 
notice the subtle cues telling you which direction they will move. 
Another strategy: be thoroughly unpredictable when in danger. When a car is bearing down on my tail, or 
deliberately intending to cross my path to scare me, get me to break hard, I will rapidly switch positions or go 
somewhere where they don’t expect me to be. This requires more thought from the driver. This is where I can 
use a version of what they call “drunken style,” in kung fu, where you seem to be so far off the mark of normal 
it affords you advantages you wouldn’t otherwise have. 

Some psychology I discuss in dealing with drivers works, but some people will kill and you should NEVER 
blindly trust a driver. I mean, in ANY circumstances. Just this past spring I saw a driver let someone cross at a 
crosswalk without a signal. When the pedestrian was in front of the car, the driver lurches his car forward when 
the pedestrian was in front of him to scare the hell out the poor pedestrian.

I almost always know exactly what I am doing, though I will experiment and that is inherently risky. I always 
keep in mind a car has the speed and power to injure, kill or permanently disable. I met a woman in Eugene, 
OR who was struck and now has a permanent brain injury. This is why helmet advocates never shut up. Brain 
injury is serious. If you get hit the back of your skull, the part of the brain controlling vision is wounded, you 
could go blind, for example. This is just one example of how head injury can lead to permanent disability. I also 
read somewhere that head injury is what kills cyclists the most. The strange thing is, when I’d have my helmet 
on, I’d be heckled more often by pedestrians. This is a regional quirk of Cincinnati. We are among 11 bicycle 
unfriendly cities. The heckling issue is a separate issue of discussion involving the class/social structure and 
problems of the city. I’ll leave that alone for now. This link gives a description from others about this regional 
quirk and the general driver behavior of the region: http://www.urbanup.net/cycling/index.php?PHPSESSID=33
bea076d1d228fc7d59a4daad4f7f97&topic=23.0

A car even going 25 mph can do serious damage. Yet the automobile is very limited in terms of its mobility. 
It can’t move sideways instantly, or corner fast. On a bike, you CAN corner very fast though. There are many 
books on cycling which mention techniques to enable fast cornering. 



Also a car weighs in at a minimum of 2,000 pounds. A car is huge and heavy, so there is lag in its ability to ac-
celerate. 
Only usually in the initial phases of acceleration you can beat them, depending on the vehicle. It is fun when 
semi’s try to “race” me. 

Another snippet of advice I read about cycling: always look for an escape or an out. 
You can jump onto the curb, dive into an alley or go into the other oncoming traffic lane to escape. Refer to the 
Lucas Brunelle, “Drinking While Racing” Video <http://digave.com > to see both techniques used to escape a 
dangerous situation. 

Atemi
If a doomsday scenario happens where you do have an attacking, menacing driver, then there is another tech-
nique to learn. It is from Aikido. It is called atemi. Atemi is a strike that is made in Aikido not to harm the op-
ponent; rather it is a diversion, a way of breaking your opponent’s concentration to perform a grasp, or get into 
better (often closer) position. LET ME STRESS THAT IN MY AIKIDO SCHOOL WE NEVER ACTUALLY 
HIT WITH THE STRIKES! This is one school of Aikido. In this style, the gesture of moving to strike is effec-
tive enough get the opponent to respond defensively! 

Atemi is always directed at a vulnerable point. If you aim at somewhere that isn’t going to hurt, the attacker has 
no reason to back down. You strike in Aikido to get in very dangerous, close positions with your attacker. Such 
as when you have to move under their arms or for any other form of attack where the opponent could gain the 
upper hand easily.

You only strike to break concentration, in order to change position and implement a grasp as such, and then 
you use the actual technique involving the grasp to drop the opponent. The premise is this: all people flinch, 
ironically I discovered even when they are encased in metal. Metal however, usually costing a great deal of 



money and is covered with delicate, easily scratched paint. The hot shot in the new convertible can turn into 
can morph from feeling invincible, to panicking when you appear to damage the vehicle they have invested so 
much money on.  Some cyclists find this method offensive and giving a “bad image.” I need to assert that in 
every case these strategies were employed, I never actually ever hit or damaged any car. In fact I never even 
touched the car.  I am aware that the visual atemi creates isn’t pretty but it is far prettier in my mind than having 
my blood strewn all over the pavement. I find that people who deny how combative it can be in certain traffic 
situations come closer to being driver apologists. These people are cyclists who assert that we are in effect over 
stepping our bounds by riding in traffic. These people are often fresh out of cars themselves and still have the 
bias towards drivers over cyclists. I came to have a very different opinion once I learned that it was more than 
doable to live car free, work and even complete my education.  I was even more adamant about the idea that 
bikes do belong seeing how there was and is no real way to travel in a way in Cincinnati which is both practical 
and doesn’t hurt the environment. 

The public transit system in Cincinnati just isn’t practical enough to use exclusively to get everywhere you need 
to go. The bus system doesn’t service many areas and there are almost no cross town routes. When taking a bus 
to work or school meant spending an hour traveling due to all almost the busses needing to go out of the way 
to downtown and then back out again, personally I found bussing in Cincinnati to be so time consuming and 
so much of a hassle, I was very happy to have discovered I could bike most of the city. That is so much part of 
why I rode a bike in the first place.  I resent how the powers that be in Cincinnati will do destructive things to 
the climate and the health of the city by pushing people to use cars. I resent the social scene in Cincinnati which 
refused to acknowledge climate change or any other worthy reason to be enough for the city to change its ways. 
I largely feel Cincinnati to be culpable in many of the problems we face with the climate, moreover because of 
its denial of the said issue and near worship of the automobile.  
 

Using atemi or threatening to react if that driver proceeded to proceed as if you aren’t there: the drivers knew 
then that the power equation is more balanced. Any amount of damage, even a scratch of the smallest kind is 
going to lead directly back to their wallet. Backing down a driver by surprising them with the concept that you 
will do something back if they strike is important. Many a hothead kid I saw change his mind once the surprise 
and fear set in that I wasn’t going to be an easy kill. 

In outdoors guides, it is said that when being attacked by a mountain lion or black bear in some situations that to 
try to fight back in whatever way you can will scare the predator away. Campers saved their own lives by mak-
ing loud noises and even hitting the attacking animal with whatever they had on hand, even if it just a flashlight. 
The idea which this proves is that some predators will give up if they have to work to hard to get their prey. 
Even animals use this strategy. In this video a Cheetah mother decides to go head to head with a lion to stall 
for time so her young can escape. That is technically a crazy move, but the mother cheetah pulls it off. Some-
times the unexpected response in prey is it in nature or a bicyclist does tend to dissuade “predators.” As far as 
I’m concerned I find little difference in a teenage guy trying to prove his manhood to his buddies by running a 
cyclist off the road and a lion in nature. Some might argue that there is a similar level of intelligence at work. I 
don’t care; I just do what works so I can live to ride another day. Fuck what anyone says or thinks. 

Are my ideas too aggressive and not conducive to world peace? Enabling the destruction of the Earth’s climate 
isn’t so PC and people pleasing either. Goes ahead, fight for the rights of your car driving friends. This option 
is only socially conscious on its face. We live in a world already heated to where people are already going in to 
refugee status from sea level rise; the Arctic ice melts away so much that very soon it’ll be just a memory. Yet, 
people, even cyclists, defend the gas burning automobile and act like defending drivers no matter what they do, 
is more important? The truth is the truth. You can allow yourself to believe everything is okay and kill mes-
sengers or you can let it sink in we are in serious trouble. The problem with the former is that you have to live 
with and face the results from this decision. People like me aren’t going to be that empathetic with you nor care 



down the road, so bear that in mind to. 

Call it sick, yet, the first thing I learned from riding is that drivers will harass you because they perceive you 
as vulnerable and the bully gene in so many of us does love to go for the vulnerable. Drivers would laugh after 
nearly hitting me. The gist was, “Ha, you are so stupid for making yourself so vulnerable, so I will reinforce the 
idea of survival of the fittest.” I saw it in their eyes; delight at such an easy target. For a largely disempowered 
people, taking abuse from bosses or whatever, the ability to harm and have power themselves, in any way makes 
them feel less vulnerable to the world. The quick lesson of this is that I pondered the fact that if I did get hit, 
the driver would be unscathed and I may be paralyzed, dead or whatever. The drivers see you as a soft target. 
Then I thought, well the logical thing is to switch the power equation; make it costly for them to hit a cyclist 
and maybe they WON’T DO IT! If I recall, the idea didn’t first occur in my mind as a preventative measure. It 
originated from the thought that if I did get hit, I’d vent some of that anger and deliberately break the window or 
something while bouncing off the hood. I rode each day, and had the threat of death imposed so frequently that 
it really came to the question of whether I would continue to ride (and let them win) or fight for the right to use 
the road on a bicycle. 

Many people now and then, had their own opinions about my techniques. Basically, I had a steel framed Ra-
leigh Marathon, and with the weight I couldn’t use speed as a means to negotiate in traffic. The people I knew 
who also rode did not want for decent bikes save for just one person I knew. Even to this day, in Cincinnati, I 
see people doing training rides at 10 pm at night and focusing on racing, on speed. Yet, this begs the question, 
is speed the only defense against driver hostility, and if this is the case, how is an egalitarian bicycling move-
ment to evolve. The poor actually need the cycling safety the most and most can’t invest in expensive bikes 
and wouldn’t because the car was seen as the object of ultimate power, productivity and protection. I recall all 
the flack and hatred I received after getting a good bike. It seemed that to outwit the driver hostility using the 
expensive bike equation, I lost the vote of the poor. On my junky bike, I could travel the worst areas in the city 
and be left alone. This is something I forgot until recently. 

The issue of the hate with the aluminum bike though is pretty self explanatory. Even the poor population in Cin-
cinnati still holds the basic Cincinnati tenet; that the bike is a toy, used for exercise. I was perceived as flaunting 
myself recreating on a very expensive toy around people who have to work the worst of jobs and often two of 
them. I became a lightning rod for the sins of the idle class, the suburban riders who had good paying, sedentary 
jobs, but experienced the end result of lassitude; fat. Thus, in the 1990’s many jogged, rode bikes in the country 
and did all else to accommodate for the state of hyper convenience which their demographic was exposed to. 

This was the classic case of being caught between a rock and a hard place. I received no empathy from ANY-
ONE. 

The essence of the atemi I speak of in response to automobile intimidation in just the same as it is in hand to 
hand engagements. Therefore, you actually have to think of the most vulnerable point of the car in each situ-
ation. Glass windows, headlights, paintwork all are points where you take aim and stand ready to strike; that 
is another interesting quirk in this technique; YOU NEED ONLY LOOK LIKE YOU ARE PREPARED TO 
STRIKE TO BACK DOWN A DRIVER. This reminds me of the founder of Aikido, Ueshiba, or O Sensei and 
how swordsmanship or kendo is used in that art. The fight is over once you have the opponent in an indefensible 
position. The strike is never carried through. It is similar to European swordsmanship where once the blade is at 
the opponent’s throat the game is over. 
Like in Aikido, though finding the right position to be in is the first part, and then like Aikido Kendo, you posi-
tion yourself where the opponent can’t aggress any further without consequences. Really, most people don’t 
want to fight (unless drunk); especially if it carries risk of harm to themselves. The person will back off if the 



stakes are raised high enough. This is what I was trying to accomplish; rebalance the power equation to where 
a cyclist is not an inevitable victim. It was absolutely crucial that I learned the art of Aikido itself to even think 
along these lines. The art itself is not a traditional fighting art. It is an art where power and strength become 
self defeating and the skillfulness of the martial artist defeats power, strength or size. O’ Sensei practiced into 
his 90’s and he would take down entire groups of young male attackers. Children take down adults in practice. 
Honestly, I recommend really learning about Aikido, beyond the scope of this book. This art itself, to which I 
have only started upon mastering, reshapes every concept about human interaction and use of the body, mind 
and power. Go to you tube and watch video of it. The most telling video would be those of the creator of Aikido, 
Morihei Ueshiba and how he practiced it. 

One day, I thought I’d use this technique with drivers and was amazed how well it worked. Just the same as on 
the mat They flinch too, because cars are expensive and even minor scratches add up to financial grief. Other 
cyclists have described how they used their keys as a way to ward off those drivers who “buzzed” them. 

 I took it a step further. I essentially used this to give me desperately needed escape seconds. It makes much 
of sense. I would have been struck in many situations if I did not discover and apply this technique. One thing 
you will need to think about is every vulnerable point of a car. One book, mentioned at the end, Urban Cycling 
Tricks and Tips does show where to strike a windshield to shatter it.

Vulnerable Points
 An example is when a car was pushing out of a driveway blatantly trying to ignore that I had the right of way 
and endangering me into smacking into it. This used to happen with some kind of scary frequency. There is a 
definite strategy used by Ohio drivers and this is to ignore you and act as if you weren’t there when you have 
the right of way. They basically proceed as if you weren’t there, forcing you to brake on a dime, veer off into 
a curb or actually get hit. I did see one cyclist struck at an intersection where the left hand turners always pro-
ceeded despite the oncoming cyclist. The problem is that this location was at the bottom of a hill, (Ludlow hill 
in front of Cincinnati State). An ambulance was there at the scene and the cyclist was just lying on the road in 
pain and shock. This occurred around 1999. The trouble is that the same thing still happens there, even in 2008. 
One driver was actually smiling as I dodged him. 

This is both lethal and illegal. Drivers like these assert their ignorance and insistence in this way to drive home 
the message that cars have the right of way all the time and total road supremacy is to just proceed as if you 
weren’t there. Drivers here do it to pedestrians to, like “ignoring them” when the urge to make right on red turn 
is all too tempting for the driver.

Yet, you, as the cyclist are there. Cyclists have the same right to be in the road as a car in Ohio and in all other 
states. A bicycle is a vehicle by definition; not a toy.
It bothers me to see other Cincinnati cyclists feel as if they need to subordinate to cars and actually believe 
that this will make cycling safer. I object, not because I’m a belligerent anarchist, but I object from my own 
past experience of riding for over a year with this attitude and experiencing being harmed even when I was so 
passive, I’d actually dive into the gaps between parked cars and let all the cars pass. The root of this I think is 
really how divorced you become from the mindset you develop as a driver. I carried my driver’s mind and let all 
the cars pass thinking I was contributing to the flow of the city. It took a green junker car filled with belligerent 
young jocks to realize that no matter how I rode, someone was going to take issue with me. Secondly, when I 
became car free, my perception had to shift to a more assertive stance. If I yielded to every driver, I would fail 
my classes, not get to work and fall behind in my bills. 

The conceptualization as a car as the only “serious” form of transportation, and that all must defer to it creates a 
culture where negative behavior is permitted, and just like a rape victim, the cyclist is almost always blamed for 



the incident even though they were clearly the victim. So, in the Cincinnati bicycling community, there is gossip 
and criticism without inquiry about how people ride and how it makes cyclists look. It is like a group of women 
focusing on the short skirt of the rape victim than the guilt of the rapist. It is a great form of mental aerobics 
engaged in to avoid confronting the real issues. While surely image helps, just as in the workplace or anywhere 
image doesn’t necessarily mean that much. Different images mean different things to different communities. 
Lycra may get you treated with grace in Indian Hill; it may get you murdered in Over the Rhine. The bike, fixed 
gear, hipster image, also is only appealing to a certain demographic. Appealing to ex-suburban white youth is 
not creating what needs to be an all inclusive, city wide bike movement. Cincinnati is a city rife with the belief 
that cyclists belong on sidewalks. No one wrote about the cycling problems in a paper until this year. The funny 
thing is that the Downtowner was writing about bike commuting years before City Beat, the Alt weekly did. Re-
ally, I’m not that surprised because when I saw my hipster peers disregard me and others for riding bikes years 
ago, I saw it as the end result of Cincinnati not being linked to information and movements forming elsewhere 
in the country. 

One time a car decided to pull out of a parking lot onto the street while I was going at a good clip with the full 
right of way. The driver decided to just go as if I wasn’t there to “protest the bike culture.” Fast brake action 
combined with my readying my foot to kick their headlight (vulnerable point) disarmed their shove into my path 
quite quickly. Assaulting drivers get away with murder just by uttering the words, “I didn’t see them,” in Ohio 
and many other places. This is documented on many cycling pages out there. The cops accept those lies and 
let these drivers walk. It doesn’t take long to realize whose side the cops are on. Even if you had a neon beer 
sign lit on the front of your bike, I’m sure the driver would insist that they didn’t see them. It is part of Midwest 
driver vs. cyclist strategy on the driver’s part. Like what I wore, no matter how bright and noxious ever changed 
driver behavior. Looking like your rich and have a good lawyer is a much better way of not getting tormented.

 I also used this with an oncoming car playing chicken with me (yes, this has happened on maybe two occa-
sions). The rule of not backing down when someone is playing chicken with you is sometimes effective as long 
as the driver is not high, drunk or homicidal. Just look at their faces to see what their intent is and go from there.
 Also, if you really have to strike, cycling gloves will protect your hands to a certain degree. I practiced striking 
telephone poles just to see what an actual strike from a bike would feel like, should I ever need it. At the wrong 
angle on a pole, with splinters, it is painful and don’t do it to a car unless you really need to.  Again, just like in 
Aikido, atemi, without even making contact is brilliantly effective.
Just for reference, what I do know about actual strikes.  A glancing blow to the side, using the tengatana (side of 
the hand, or blade of the hand, literally) is the least painful, most effective way of striking. Rarely is this kind of 
strike used in atemi in Aikido, but for some reason, many of the attacks I learned to defend against were strikes 
using the tengatana. Even in Karate, the tengatana is used because of both the padding and for some reason 
this is the strongest way to use your hand for striking. Don’t ask my why because I don’t know. I don’t have 
that kind of training. I use my tengatana to open pain in the ass doors. That, and it is the only part of your hand 
which you can strike with which is padded. When I discuss atemi even, I really am not referring to punches all 
that much. I have no sparring experience anyway. I do understand the concept of ‘unbendable’ arm from Aikido 
and this works well in using force. Often, simple defensive blocking gestures combined with a working use of 
‘unbendable arm’ I use when that car gets to close to me. Again, Aikido training is advised in learning decent 
defensive strategy. Proper blocking methods would help when pinched, or when approaching an object at high 
speed. Really, there is a full range of body motion that is only explored in martial arts and since I rely so heavily 
upon them, I can only advice martial arts study. 

Awase
Say you are crossing an intersection, and an on coming car decides to make a right hand turn and *ignore* you, 
and proceed on intercept course. Practice the Aikido concept of awase or blending http://www.aikiweb.com/fo-
rums/archive/index.php/t-1152.html. Turn right to align with the car, rather than stop or get hit. Awase is mov-



ing in the same motion as the attack.  

Irimi
The concept of “Irimi” in Aikido is basically entering into the attack. This affords advantages in the art, since 
you are not only in a better position to use your center of gravity and the greater leverage to perform a tech-
nique, but it also limits the impact of any strike, since proximity disallows momentum to build up and harm 
you. With irimi, you enter into the attack close to the person’s body; usually along the side where the opponent 
is somewhat defenseless. With irimi, you can step in and grab or block at the base an implement being raised 
to strike. This is where the esoteric aspect of the art is first introduced to beginning students. The instinct to run 
away or distance is sacrificed for what in the end provides the stage for protecting yourself.

 Do can do the exact same thing with cars! You can get along the side of the car. A car can’t move laterally. You 
can move in all kinds of ways and in that is your advantage. No driver actually expects you to move in, close, 
along side of them. This incidental confusion or surprise helps, too. 
This awase move is the same thing as the “parenthesis maneuver” described in the “Urban Cycling Vocabulary” 
writing I share at the end. The pictures here show it. For good measure, I’ve included a diagram of combining 
awase with irimi for use with a “road rager.”

Also, should you attempt to run a red light and don’t have a good visual or audio indication of oncoming traf-
fic in a one way intersection make a parenthesis maneuver in the opposite direction of traffic. Most all Alleycat 
race videos show riders using this. Some take the alignment of awase so far that the riders will enter an active 
intersection and immediately shift parallel to the crossing traffic.

In Aikido, irimi is used for irimi nage in Aikido, literally “entering throw.” In irimi nage you are actually enter-
ing into the space of the attacker to a position which affords you the extra leverage. Or you step off the line of 
attack, enter in and assist the opponent charging into going forward with that force away from you. It is this 
ability to redirect force and turn the attacker’s aggression into folly, with him throwing himself with his own 
violence that makes this a teaching art; with the lesson being aggression is self defeating. 

 In Aikido, for me, I became aware of a whole new realm of approaches to all kinds of attack situations. It also 
led me to question formal assumptions about the nature of power and further the implications of actual violence. 
For the former, Aikido was what liberated my mind from thinking that the weakness and vulnerability as a sure 
sign of one’s demise. 

Intelligence, courage and out-of-the-box thinking can change the power equation rapidly. This concept of 
weakness is rethought with the practice of Aikido. Strength and power aren’t the only means by which achieve 
success. Drivers and others assume that cars just by their size and force are invincible. Size and force can be a 
disadvantage. This is a lesson of Aikido as well. 
 
I chose the art, might I add, because I knew that being female and the bike I was vulnerable and if I was riding 
through the poor communities which respect, that a violent means self defense would counter the very message 
I was trying to send.

 When you have the experience of being poor, you cannot hate your fellow poor. I had the sense enough to know 
no other poor person was going to take up cycling in the same manner as I, but the economic lift it gave me I 



felt was one way out for people entrapped in hopeless economic situations. 

In Cincinnati, usually this harm manifests as the driver thinking, “You have no right be in the street so I am go-
ing to proceed as if you are not there, and if I hit you, well that’s your problem for being stupid enough to ride a 
bike.” 

The idea that you have no right on the road persists even to this day. In Aikido, you throw strikes and kicks not 
for the sake of actually injuring the attacker, but for the purpose of distraction. If the driver is pulling out and 
you will have a hard time stopping, raising your leg to prepare to kick out the headlights of the car will make 
most drivers stop their car. Again, atemi at a vulnerable point, the driver becomes alarmed and stops. Something 
magical happens when people realize that their car will car may get hurt. They pause just for a second or some-
times more. Just pray that you don’t actually have the situation come to blows. The cops here would be less 
than copacetic to the situation and even to person to person situations there are laws which apply limits to self 
defense. 
Not to mention is the penchant people have for lying. Many of my friends in just pedestrian social situations 
encounter time and time again where an aggressor lies and plays the victim. 
I’ve had this happen with a driver once. Oh, and the cops here could not give a damn about cyclists. A friend 
now makes his 911 calls on dangerous drivers anonymously due to issues he’s had with cop prejudice against 
cyclists. 

Diagram B.  When parenthesis goes wrong and how to maneuver 



  

 



Diagram C- Response to more assault orientated right of way violation 

 

Remember, no one is looking out for you. In fact, people resent your very presence. One book advised, “Ride 
like they are trying to kill you.” This is good advice.

True Aiki Cycling

What I learned with Aikido, from being female and from throwing out Social Darwinism is that brute force is an 
illusory panacea. I scared people because I survived even when the power equation was against me, as a female 
cyclist on a “crappy” bike. 

The problem was never me; the problem is that most people in our culture and some other cultures don’t even 
understand the nature of power and force, about adaptation, evolution and how all these things intertwine.

The very fact that we human beings now control the earth is proof that brute force isn’t god. We had no claws, 
no sharp teeth; were just damn smart. If brute force were the ultimate determinant of survival then lions would 
be in charge of this planet- not us. 

Ergo, I can evade and defy drivers because of creativity, and my human mind. I have attracted smart people in 
my life, was led to Aikido, and to knowledge seeking from these influences. 



In Aikido practice, I learned the nature of motion, energy and movement in ways which aren’t taught in Western 
thought. I only hope we don’t spend so much time thinking we Westerners know it all that we cease learning 
from other cultures. 

All I can say is these things are out there to learn, and that what you have been taught isn’t the final verdict on 
the nature of our universe. 

Aikido taught me that an act of force is a commitment to a certain direction; therein lays the vulnerability. I’ve 
gone full force countless times against people in class with strikes, with hard wooden staffs and mock swords; it 
seems the harder a strike, the farther and harder I fall. 

The best way I can think to describe the use of Aikido in cycling is that in the art you learn to sense people’s 
intentions before they play out. Also, following the rule of never taking your eyes off an attacker or potential 
attacker is something I highly recommend for cyclists in traffic regarding cars. 

One thing which you will find me doing is that I don’t use mirrors. I think the years I rode before mirrors were 
anything I heard recommended for use taught me to use peripheral vision to gauge where cars were. Just like 
any activity from working out or studying, certain things like sight can evolve as well. 

I mention again that study which was performed where rats were influenced by the perceptions of the people 
watching them. To take this further and ask how that can be either can lead to being dismissive of the science, or 
to wander off and pick up those New Age books and start a cult or something. 

For me, the results of the experiment make perfect sense because I am an Aikidoka, an Aikido student. I was 
taught to practice over and over again techniques and I was also told that with practice comes the ability to 
sense where an opponent will strike before he starts the strike. 

If an animal or human lacks the advantage of a stronger body, they will evolve in different ways to level the 
playing field with the predators. This is why most biologists conclude that it is only human intelligence which 
led to us, creatures with weaker, clawless, unarmed bodies to survive against much more formidable predators. 
We prove through existing that physical strength is not the only way; it as at least not as important as we give it 
credit. This should be lesson for women, that if physical strength isn’t the only way to achieve then our second 
class status derived from our “weakness” has no grounds. Of course the powerful always find some way to 
justify their unfair advantage from kings to crooks. 

In our society which is very much centered on the masculine, on brute force and aggression being the last word 
on who wins in life. This is just not the case. Intelligence, using the senses, being open minded and or alert are 
ways to overcome a greater physical strength. This creates an irony where confidence one has in strength can be 
the prelude to bitter defeat. What I realized was happening on the roads when I outsmarted a belligerent driver 
was that my act of outwitting them enraged them. It enraged their sense of the order of the world. At first people 
scorned me for riding seeing nothing but death as the outcome. Then when I survived I was quite frankly hated. 
Everyone figured I was going to die out there and when I proved them wrong this made them A. look like asses 
and B. have to question the tenets they held about power in the world. I only say this because I witnessed first 
the joy harassing drivers had when they engaged threatening me with their car and then the anger in these same 
people as I made deft maneuvers away from them. It is ironic but the thing which made me most militant about 
devising ways to deal with the rotten Cincinnati traffic was first done to dispel the myth that I was riding to 
commit suicide. Then when I proved that I planned to ride and survive the same methods I used were used as 
a new reason to hate me.  It was as if they were saying, “Just go ahead and die already you stupid bitch.” Trust 
me they would and have used that word in regards to me. Also know that supposed liberals and intellectuals of 



the city were no different towards me than anyone else. I could NOT have been left to being attacked like that 
daily without this class of persons often deciding that cars dominating the road ways mattered more than their 
supposed ethics. Surely you don’t tell tales but the idiocy and betrayal that I faced would have been and has 
been the lot of so many other cyclists here.

In fact, this risk of social ostrafication and process of feeding cyclists to our proverbial conservative wolves has 
been said to have contributed to one man’s untimely death. 

I never met the person but I have somewhat what drove him to his end. Cyclists are open to all forms of  verbal 
harassment and physical violence. Most native Cincinnatians never rode a bike and drive. The fact that almost 
everyone owns cars creates a situation of no empathy. The violence towards cyclists creates a feedback loop 
where most people who take up bike riding quit and this creates the illusion that cycling is so horrible and 
difficult that no rational person should do it. I’d go as far to argue that even the normal traffic situations are 
manageble; what isn’t manageable is the intentional violence, aggression,  and verbal harassment. 

The bicycle theft problem only makes it worse. The demographic involved with bike theft seems to regard 
cyclists too as non-human entities. Or maybe that cyclists are then only white people not protected by the social 
order or hated by the social order exposes them to massive venting of the rage by those who somehow think that 
taking an easy shot equates with retaliation against the racist elements in the city. Either way, the lack of young 
people here who are classified as creative class factors into the situation. The middle grounds which were more 
diverse dried up when the creative class left. This meant that good people who could set good examples weren’t 
there. This also meant that people who would or could be able to educate people about new information like the 
enviromental debates and how this led to a shift towards bikes weren’t there. 

People who were the leave behinds of the exodus of artistic youth were quite unwilling to take risks on their 
own and instead withdrew from the larger community and hit in the safety of cliques which Cincinnatians are so 
prone to do. Really you could say the dialogue between white and black community members dissapeared and 
this I fully attribute the occurence of the riot. Were grey areas like old Clifton still largely intact some people 
here might have understood not everyone here was sick. 



A quote about the every growing cliquishness and odd behavior of the city:

Locals make it better than “outsiders” - 11/29/2008

I’ve been here since the beginning of January, 2007. I agree with others that Cincinnati is a pretty rough place 
to immerse yourself in as far as social networking goes. I think what many people have to understand is, you 
have a lot of public schools, and also a whole lot of private catholic schools. And then, you move on to either 

UC (University of Cincinnati) or Xavier University, a private school. Then, move on to either a graduate degree 
or work for the company your mommy or daddy works at. Most of these can be found in downtown, like Fifth 
Third Bank, PNC Bank, URS (defense contractor?), Proctor and Gamble, Federated Department Stores, and 
some others. I believe that Cincinnati has a plethora of mama’s boys and daddy’s girls who just can’t find the 

courage to leave and explore what else is out there. They’ve had that comfort all of their life, so why give it up 
once it’s time to enter college, or even the real world? Cincinnatians I’ve talked to acknowledge the fact that it 
is cliquish, yet they do absolutely nothing about it. It doesn’t say much of a good thing when a city shows no 

effort to welcome new people to it (of course, unless you have money). Now, there are some young professional 
groups out there that try to welcome new people. The fact of the matter is, they were mostly formed by 

people who are NOT from here. That adds insult to injury. I don’t really have very many friends here, just 
acquaintances, and quite honestly, I don’t care if I have no friends by the time I leave here... 

 Ian
Cincinnati, OH

 Source: <http://www.bestplaces.net/backfence/viewcomment.aspx?id=25476CB5-C8C2-4737-8EE6-AE4F8F8C8FD8&city=
Cincinnati_OH&p=53915000>

Therefore knowing how locals try to destroy not only life but self-esteem in efforts to keep the streets bike free I 
am not surprised at his death. The sheer skill and tenacity of other riders I’ve seen and how we all seem to skirt 
the edges of chaos every day of our lives tells me that the emotional drain can be devasting. Worse he was an 
actual activist which is a rare in the city. Those few I’ve met who took up activism with that intensity seemed 
to be bearing some other cross of equal or worse intensity.  A possibly radical activist like him? I’d say that it 
would be a death sentence. The stories I’ve heard from people about the reasons why people leave and what 
other people go through here tell me that there are some other things wrong with the city. The sheer passitivity 
and unwillingness to learn or participate in even modest activism like starting a bike co-op in past years evinces 
a fear in most young people in the city that the powers that be will ruin them. 

All these things didn’t happen way back in the 1990’s. Only since summer of 2008 did the city or any paper, 
even the alt weekly acknowledge us cyclists. Prior to this, there were only a few articles written but none 
addressed the actual problems cyclists face here on a daily basis.  
 
Now we cyclists are having the city throw things our way like bike lanes but this has been after years of neglect 
and abuse. To me it feels like the city is trying to cover their asses for letting this happen. I feel like, “Oh, 
great. Only after the rest of the world admits we are dire shit with climate change does the city do anything to 
acknowledge us. Worse, it will try to pretend the years of stupid abuse of cyclists never happened, much like 
how a road was repaved after I cracked my ribs from hitting a pothole on it. Can the city do anything but only 
react when either national shame or lawsuits threaten it? It tells me that the real rule here is about letting people 
get away with their bullshit like allowing a KKK cross the central square of the city every Christmas and only 
takes action when there is say, a race riot. As far as my trust of the city is concerned this is just pathetic, but 
Cincinnati runs by different rules than most places. It has its reputation for a reason- a damn good reason- it 
allows behavior which would be not tolerated elsewhere. 



 The normal approach to conflict is the use of brute strength and other more esoteric means of survival are 
made to seem trivial. Yet, does a lion comprehend how a smarter and weaker human being may use their mind 
to outwit them? Because men set the rules in this culture and write most of our doctrine, the wisdom of the 
intuitive, the feminine (yes dirty word) are completely lost. I am fine with this, because this only gives me an 
advantage of not having anyone understand the techniques I used to defeat them. 

I also had disadvantages caused directly by this success. Drivers would get angry when they had this whole 
show set up for their cackling frat boy passengers of the dumb female cyclist going to get a good scare. If they 
plowed into me, but I cut sharp, disabled them by moving in close to their car and distracted them with a pulled 
strike, they missed how I just defeated them, the larger opponent. Eventually, the reality of the situation that I 
just won would seek in and an angry chase or worse would ensue. I, using Aikido methods, just stayed centered, 
thought my way through the situation as I would on the mat, and what would send untrained people into 
becoming fixated the panic their concept of the situation would induce. 

Let’s face it.  A good part of fear is based in thought, of making assessments about a situation. Fear, in turn, is 
sometimes a self-defeating emotion because it makes one panic and freeze. Also, the adrenaline which floods 
the fearful victims mind induces the individual to do often stupid things because they can’t think clearly. 
Centering is a way to over come this response. Centering stops the adrenaline and the flood of thoughts which 
only make things worse, also known as worry. Centering, in turn, frees up the most important survival tool we 
have, our own mind to see openings for escape, means of disabling the opponent that we couldn’t see under the 
flood of fear hormones. 

And it is just as simple as that. Most people when they think of a martial art, they see it as a way to obtain 
god-like power and regard the practitioners as just being part of some alien culture. Americans revere it and 
misunderstand it so much. First of all, any practice of a martial art is going to be based in combating your worst 
enemy- yourself.  Also, martial arts aren’t really about power. The best martial arts are ones which don’t deliver 
stunning blows which can smash bricks. 

Even Karate, I read from a book about Pressure Point Martial Arts combat, started as an art which was taught 
to kids. Karate, according to the authors, was a diluted version of a combat form which used touching or 
hitting pressure point areas which would debilitate opponents in seconds. The truth was, that since pressure 
point fighting methods do often render the attacker unconscious and that this is dangerous, because sometimes 
resuscitating the attacker doesn’t happen, this art was not taught to children. 

Karate was just a form of this art, taught to kids so that they would get some practice but wouldn’t endanger 
their own lives. By the way, most pressure point dojos always recommend practice only around people 
experienced in reviving people. 

No one ever learns this stuff. I suppose the reason is in part due to that a movie with pressure point martial 
arts wouldn’t be that exciting to watch. Also, Americans have a tendency to think only of power as being brute 
force. We like seeing stunning kicks, smashed bricks and people flying through the air. We also have a short 
attention span and a dislike for learning and deep contemplation. While Steven Segal has made Aikido a little 
more mainstream, these tendencies are still there. 

“PRACTICABLE” AIKIDO

In Aikido, as in most Asian culture, and its Buddhist origins, being humble and realizing one’s own ignorance 
is the beginning point at which to learn.  I have learned this to be fact through being humbled. Patience, skill, 



timing, thought all serve to make one a skillful warrior. 

There are ideas I learned in Practice which I applied to dangerous driving situations:
Never take your eyes off your opponent, even when you think you have stopped them.  Learn to gauge your 
enemy’s intentions before they happen. 

There was no way a driver could hurt me, if I was looking at them, reading what they were planning to do and 
counter strategizing around it. When I’d leap on a curb or cut off in the direction they weren’t expecting me to 
go- like back towards them, or over the double yellow line their dismay alone was enough to give me time and 
advantage. 

There is no stealth with a car either. Being a good listener when riding and unable to look behind you is very 
effective in not being plowed by some testosterone hopped up ass with a V8. 

I never took my eyes off of a road rager seeking to get off on terrorizing me. Therefore, I never created an 
opening for them to hit me on my bicycle. The bike commuting book taught me pre-Aikido to look at drivers 
faces. Sometimes I found that making eye contact did more than tell me where the driver was planning to go, or 
if they were angry or zoning out. Sometimes making eye contact diffused situations. The book Traffic mentions 
that anonymity makes people more prone to indulge in violence. This is why traffic can be a violent situation 
because cars obscure people, and most drivers know they will never see the person they intentionally cut off 
again. When I made eye contact with some drivers, I invoked a more human to human response over the normal 
hostile, competitive, irresponsible behavior which is so much a part of driving. 

This doesn’t apply to all situations. Bullies are drivers as well and actually want to see you terrified so that 
they feel important and in control of some part of their world. I started wearing shades at this point, because it 
became so annoying having somebody jack off on my fear. Actually, it was pretty stupid, since it wasn’t their 
personal power, but that of an easy to use machine- a car- which scared me. I know it is the money people spend 
on cars which gives them a feeling that they are superior for driving, but I doubt they could take on a small 
female cyclist should they exit their cars. 

The Art of Falling (Ukemi)
I do recommend the study of Aikido as it will familiarize your boy how to fall safely. Aikido uses circular 
motions and this applies in falling. I’m sharing some info here so you can grasp the fundamental concept of 
falling in Aikido. Half of it involves the use of “unbendable arm.” This is an exercise where you visualize your 
“ki” or energy extending through your arm. This was roughly how I was taught this. The concept of it is that 
with extending ki through your arm it does withstand downward pressure. 

It is not esoteric in any way. It is taught to all students and it works. When the student tries to use muscle and 
resistance alone, your arm will give when someone pushes down hard enough. In unbendable arm, it doesn’t 
give. This use of ki in such matters sets the ground for all kinds of things I’ve done in Aikido, including the 
following falling exercise. I also included some info on the concepts underlying these practices at the end of this 
book. “Ukemi” video at http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fi_2BC4PDV4

I bluffed my way out of it, by looking ready and capable of doing some Kill Bill insane crap and it backed the 
driver off! This is where our entertainment overindulged culture worked to my advantage. Really, most people 



are ignorant about martial arts as the result of the tons of crazy movies they make about them. This is using TV/
entertainment culture against itself.

While biking you are competing for space, especially in the narrow Cincinnati streets. Hostile encounters of 
often severe proportions would crop up all too frequently. 
This was the only means I could devise to get out of dangerous pinches. 

Later I had to up the ante, when situations would get really out of control. The biggest being, “Oh, I’ll go on my 
merry way, even if I have to plow this idiot cyclist. Why should this crazy cyclist inconvenience me? I’ll drop 
her “hint” and scare her into sitting at home crying instead of riding a bike. Maybe it is different for a female in 
some sense. 

This technique was also born of the idea that if they hit me and bring me to death’s door, I will have to threaten 
to do some hit points on their vehicle to make hitting cyclists not seem some harmless pastime with no 
consequences. Why just be a victim. Also if they were obviously going to hit me, I was ready to make good on 
the threat of strike.

At the time I was so angry about having my life treated like worth less than that of an animal that I decided 
that when I got hit, I was going to make it as painful as possible for the driver. If you are going to die, why 
go out like a passive victim? We aren’t soft objects for target practice and some drivers see us as exactly that, 
unfortunately. “Give me convenience or give me death” seems to be the motto of hostile drivers. This is what I 
benefited from in reading Spike Bike online. It taught me that cycling doesn’t have to involve just waiting to die 
like a cancer patient, as so many drivers see it.
The bike is a machine with all kinds of potential waiting to be mined by the imagination.

Minus the guns, the Spike Bike story epitomizes the concept of using the advantages of the bike against drivers.

The most intense experience was learning how to break fall. I was pushed into it fast. 
We have an instinct prevents us from falling at all costs. Learning the ultimate form of ukemi, the break-fall, 
requires that we pit ourselves against this instinct. I read in some book that only two fears are not learned: the 
fear of falling and the fear of loud noises. 

I can appreciate that maybe there is some truth to this; who doesn’t feel uneasy when you get to the edge of a 
tall building and look down. This feeling isn’t even logical sometimes; when I was riding over the Suspension 
Bridge, with a steel grid bottom, I looked down, saw the river underneath me and felt reasonably queasy. Doing 
my first break-fall, because of this, was really about overcoming my most basic instincts. 

When I was learning my first break fall, my instructor told me to grab his and flip my body over. I was told 
beforehand to land on my side and to slap down on the mat with the side of my leg and my arm. Somehow, 
doing this while you hit diffuses the stress of the impact, just as forming a ball or an arc diffuses the impact in 
other ukemi. 

Turning my body over of my own free will and surrendering it to gravity was actually the hardest part. Yet, I did 
it, slapped when I fell like I was taught and I was fine. In fact, I was delighted! The closest I’d come was that 
stupid exercise they teach you to fall backwards and let people catch you. However, this was like falling and 
catching yourself!  I felt great, like I’d found some new power! Indeed, I had found a new power. 

Not soon after, I was challenged to go running and jump over people lying on the mat, flip myself, break fall 
and then get back up into the line and wait until everyone else did it again. For me, this was an achievement. 



Also, nothing will train your worrying, logical brain to stop trying to figure out what is safe or what isn’t then 
quickly learning this skill and then having to practice it over and over. 

I don’t know if the words I use suffice, but that day I felt like I’d won over gravity.  It is a place it seemed only 
like cats were able to go before; now I had that power. I will stress that for a cyclist, these are important things 
to learn. I did see one post in a cycling forum back then where a cyclist was suggesting cyclists take Judo to 
learn the ukemi taught there (it probably is the same ukemi; O’Sensei took Judo in his early years). 
 Yet, you have to do it willingly before you can do it to recover from being thrown. 

It isn’t something you learn until you’ve been in class for about a year. Yet, once I overcame that instinct, did a 
real break fall without getting hurt, I felt amazingly free. I’d just learned how to be smacked on the ground and 
not get injured. I had to learn to do it at a moments notice, sometimes running, jumping over people and break 
falling. 

That is freedom. We Westerners think of martial arts as “power” and maybe think things like Aikido are just 
instructions like, “Blah, this is where you grab the rapist to defend yourself.” 

It is not that. It is the complete study of the dynamics of not only motion but energy and intention. Gad, I hate 
using the word “energy” because you’re probably expecting me to whip out some crystals and incense.

Personally, I’ve never had any luck with those who believe in bizarre psychic stuff. I do know that when you 
work with, and grasp the hands of a partner in the dojo, that you can sense so much about whom the person 
is. Seeing and feeling how your partners interact with you in Aikido practice, overcoming your own natural 
instincts and misconceptions, becoming so acquainted with yours and others center of gravity, that you find 
yourself able to do very interesting things even outside of practice, and knowing that falling can be graceful and 
getting up again is easy- that is what I gained from Aikido.

They say Aikido will bleed into and borrow from other activities your body partakes in. 
It infected my cycling and took it to a new level; above that it took me to a new level. 

What I learned about the nature of force could be fully exploited with drivers. This is all stuff which words 
barely suffice, because the body actually has to experience and learn these things. We overvalue the mind, but it 
is in day to day living and use of the body too that we come to understand our world. 

What I want to bring to you is a different way of perceiving traffic, the world around you and how to stay safe 
in situations where based on logic of this culture, people say you can’t be safe. I write this especially for women 
cyclists, but I also write for the men. 

Men are harder to teach in this regard because they see things strength versus strength. They live this. Yet, the 
truth is in life, we can’t always have the most power, especially with cars. Eventually, they too, will have to find 
another way of approaching things mine and everyone’s first observation is that cars are powerful beyond any 
human. 

If I were to have just come to this conclusion, I wouldn’t bike. Pre-Aikido, I just sought to be strong and fast. 
Eventually I rode into the brick wall called “a budget.” I also had a second problem, ignorance about cycling 
technology. None of the set did those training rides and racing was interested in teaching anything to some chick 
riding a bike in the city. 

I was invited on my first training ride when one shop owner shouted out his van as I was crossing the Ludlow 
Viaduct, “You have good form; come ride with us on Thursday night.”



The problem is that these individuals viewed me more as an amusement, since I dare tried to hack the city on 
the Raleigh… and yet, even this bike would defy the imagination of the average bike-ignorant person.  Money 
was half the story; no one taught me about bikes, really. I had to educate myself; it was all new to me. 

I had to both learn and get cash. I did thing like buy Lycra shirts to reduce wind resistance and even bought 
some titanium skewers. Yet, I did all this to heed budgetary constraints which didn’t allow me to spend $800 
on a bike. I didn’t just do this out of economic haplessness; I still had part of me that regarded bikes as toys. 
Even when I decided to get that Trek for $200 cheaper than what it was supposed to sell for- $450 used- I had to 
argue with the part of me that was screaming that spending that much on a bicycle was stupid.

Since I loved reading about cycling, I really poured through all the books there were on racing technique. , but 
going fast requires money with bikes, and strength requires perpetual workouts. Using strategy was smarter, 
since even if you spend money, so many people I know have their bikes stolen. Also I chose to ride for bike 
commuting; I didn’t have the time to haul ass out on Route 8, considering my commute one way was 7 miles 
then. 

I also knew well I was making some kind of commitment to bicycling by spending that money; an occupation 
that was just plain dangerous and annoying. I bought the bike, since the part of me that wanted to win against 
the drivers I faced each day, won out over the part of me that would just assume save the money for car repairs.

Oh, and I really should have saved the money for auto repair: the starter died on my Honda that summer! The 
part which I forget is that when my car needed that starter, I stopped driving it. I was waiting to get the money 
to repair it, when a series of bad events started to happen. 

I see this problem with other martial arts. Imagine having to relentlessly work on your strength to improve your 
strikes. Other martial arts have competitions and competitions are always shows of strength largely, with skill 
and agility thrown in too. 

Aikido requires no strength training. Training in Aikido doesn’t disappear with muscles not being used. 

So say, I’m in traffic. If I see things as an Aikidoka, I perceive the fast moving car behind me making an 
irrevocable commitment to move in a certain direction, and the greater the speed and force the more irrevocable 
it becomes. 

If I center somewhat and consider the situation, I can see that commitment of force limits the driver from 
moving in another direction, like sideways; I can see where I can be in the situation. I can practice true Aiki and 
step out of his way, stop and see him barreling down the road ahead of me, and find some other place to go. By 
the time he regains the ability to change his direction I’m gone. True Aikido sees not fighting as winning. There 
is more Aiki in just moving to the other side of the street from a gang of potential attackers than engaging them. 

With this thinking taken further, I can also even be near the car, in a place where I’m out of the line of attack. 
Cars do have blind spots. You’ll have maybe a few seconds while the driver has to check his mirrors and take 
his eyes from the direction he’s going. Cars, again, can’t move side to side, corner quickly and agilely. 

I can. You are so agile on a bike if you learn the techniques to corner fast, and control the bike. These only 
further the level upon which you can take evasive maneuvers.



Sometimes with awase with a car, according to one way I described it, I can be poised to strike a passenger 
window or driver himself. I didn’t do this with a desire to hurt the driver. I did this to pin the driver, like how 
you pin your opponent in Aikido after you get him under control. After a driver had clearly shown that he would 
be aggressive with me, I did this once. 

True, it sends the message that I can hurt him. I wanted to send that message. Not as an act of war, but to 
finalize the fact that a driver isn’t invincible against a cyclist and that this driver should not try to hurt anyone 
else on a bike. I thought that would make things safer for others to take the road and for the only other person 
I knew riding the city. This isn’t about specific people, though. This is about the right of all people to travel by 
human power, to not have to pay for gasoline, insurance and wait for the city to improve public transit, which 
seemed absolutely unlikely back then. 

This was about freedom. It still is. Politics aside, it make no sense to pay to move over 2 tons with you to go 
someplace. Eventually, we will run out of oil and any other form of “green transit” will take a long wait. 

Less is more. If you have an expensive bike, you know this is true.

I wanted to make urban cycling happen in Cincinnati. I knew full well that the one reason people fear riding is 
having their lives put at risk. I wanted to establish a new power equation. Some ways I did it were crude and 
appeared either just insane, or violent. 

Neither was true. I’d learned from day one to monitor driver’s faces and if I gestured a strike they’d flinch or 
startle. I could manipulate this to my hearts content. A cyclist with skills can use that 3 second lapse in the 
driver’s attention; not to mention, it sort of also would distract them from that aggressive, cocky impulse they 
were wedded to. 

Ask someone with ADD how debilitating distractions can be. Even watch yourself as a cyclist. If you’ve been 
hit or been injured by a car, the noise of one will distract you when you are trying to concentrate. I have had to 
adapt to this new trait by making sure I don’t do bike repairs near loud traffic; if my cable breaks I go into some 
alley to deal with it. 

 I didn’t know any other way then. No one else did either. That’s why they didn’t ride in the city. I know of only 
two other people who were city riders and stayed city riders for the duration of my 12 years of cycling. Others 
either did only club riding, may have commuted a short distance to work, and I doubt that they did much of that. 

One time I did a mini race with someone who is now a courier. I was neck in neck with them. It might have 
been my commute to Norwood; it may have been because this person wasn’t car-free. I actually don’t know for 
sure, but I used to believe the strength I gained was through doing a good thing, bike commuting, and that many 
cyclists here then looked down on utilitarian riding. I was a freak, in their eyes, but what I did felt so right that it 
really didn’t matter what they thought. What I knew was far more compelling than their gossip! 

Yeah, so I got friendly fire. It isn’t like I ever knew how to deal with it. I’d feel so much anger and sadness at 
the same time during these encounters; I never could utter those intelligent words of a social leader. I wasn’t 
even born a leader. Sure as shit, being hopped up on adrenaline from stupidity and violence on the road, there 
was no way I could think. 

Adrenaline actually interferes with thought.  In Aikido, we are taught to fight of entire gangs of attackers; 
sometimes attackers armed with swords, sticks, beer bottles, you name it.  This is called Randori.  A gross 
simplification of it is throwing attackers into other attackers, or doing other things which are more the place of 
the mind. 



For advance students dealing with real fights, as much focus much be placed upon learning to calm down, and 
“center” as is technique. 

Meditation is taught to achieve this. The reason “centering” is necessary is to stop the flow of adrenaline at the 
time of an attack. Why? Adrenaline interferes with thinking.
This is a known scientific fact now. Ueshiba says in his book, The Art of Peace, “When surrounded by a circle 
of enemies your best weapon is your mind.”

In class, a black or brown belt would meditate or center briefly in a kneeling position, then bow their heads on 
the mat and the attack would begin. In my class, a small woman who probably was 5’1’ would center, bow, and 
then drop a group of large male attackers going at her full force. It is something to see in person; the sound of 
people slamming on the mat, the speed and intensity of a serious randori convey the realness and the ineffability 
what is actually happening. Most schools, officially called dojos, will let you watch classes for free. 

It is not a cryptic art with some smoke and mirror secrets; it is an art which involves training both the body 
and the mind and fusing them. It is an art centered on practice. Practice in Aikido is more like learning to tune 
a Cello than beat someone up or train athletically; however, that is not to say that it neglects your physical 
development. 

The strongest grip I’ve experienced from a human being was from people in my dojo. The instructor’s arms 
were corded with the enlarged veins which come from needing blood to the muscles. Cyclists and all athletes 
develop larger veins, usually in the first few weeks of training. 

What is even stranger is that Aikido is great for agility, and flexibility. You stretch at the beginning of class; but 
not like athletes stretch. There’s some traditional Japanese leg stretches, but your wrists, your arms, your neck 
are all stretched in ways you’d never see outside a dojo. Oh, you do need to stretch because when you play the 
role of an attacker, you will get injured if you don’t take care of your body in this way. 

The wonderful thing about this art which I saw as highly useful for surviving cycling was that Aikido teaches 
you how to fall safely. No, this is not just the, “curl up in a ball,” suggestion for when you wreck.  I know from 
experience there is never enough time to think when you crash- especially at high speeds!! 

You can only use a skill you’ve stored in muscle memory in times of emergency. That is a fact.  When I called 
an instructor the day after the Price Hill event asked about using what little I knew of Aikido at the time, against 
the attacker he told me to not even try. 

The reason for this is because you actually do have to train your body for years to be successful in using this in 
street fights. Knowing something just in your head doesn’t work. 

The irony is that from high school on, we are all conditioned to work at desks, let machines drive us, perform 
rote tasks. There is little or nothing in the average person’s conditioning which involves getting people in touch 
with and using their bodies.  

Sure; there are sports. Some martial arts are sports. Sports only condition you to perform certain things, but 
don’t seem to develop a strong sense of being in touch with our bodies. Cycling surely will make you in touch 
with needing to fine tune your food intake or use your legs; but really it is just that simple.

Knowing how to ride a bike, and be fast will not teach you to deal with crisis situations like falling. Most people 
just fall off, break that collar bone because they reach out to prop themselves when they fall over (which is the 



wrong thing to do). 

They chalk the wreck up as just some event, and usually just seek to avoid the situations which caused it. 

Yet, what if you are in a chaotic urban environment, where there is way too much going on, most of it you can’t 
control, and you have to come out alive. 

You can’t just flee with your local cycling club and hide on sparsely populated country roads and actually do 
justice towards creating a climate of tolerance of bikes being used for practical purposes. 

What’s more, focus on developing speed sans any other strategy isn’t good survival planning on the road.
You can’t just plan on being fast enough to avoid all conflict. What if a car comes from some side alley and 
you don’t see it? You need not use my ideas, but what I would like to stress is using your head and learning to 
see situations from new angles. Surely, abstract or out of the box thought is thought to be relegated to artists, 
but anyone can acquire this skill. Often, this skill will enable you to find solutions where no solutions are 
immediately visible. 

Let me stress depending upon speed as the only defense in city riding, is like depending only on your 
ability to run away in the face of fights. 

If I were to just plan to flee to avoid trouble on 13th and Vine, how can I know that I’m fast enough to get away, 
that the attackers won’t do something unexpected, or have a gun where my speed didn’t count for shit?

If speed were all you need, then more people would be showing up to Track Meet than Tae Kwon Do in Walnut 
Hills. People would be learning jogging techniques instead of boxing. 

See, that I wasn’t male was an advantage; I first of all didn’t have over confidence in my physical strength 
bailing me out. Second, I had no need to have an ego about concealing this lack of physical strength. For a male 
to chew me out for developing methods which use my head rather than ride along, all cocky and with too much 
damn faith in my large male body and my U-Lock. 

Sorry, being strong from the waist up like a man, and needing this for protection would require me to do so 
much weight training just to even look like a scrawny guy, I wouldn’t have any time left to study or work. 
(Women can be as strong in the legs, I read somewhere). 

None of my male peers would ever experience seeing a group of overly cocky males, moving in on you, 
thinking it is hilariously funny because you’re defenseless. That is what it is like to be a woman. Most women, 
to this day, avoid this and look for a male partner/bodyguard/whatever to do this for them. The problem with 
this, as I saw growing up, is what if this “protector” uses all his extra strength against you. 

Women’s crisis centers, domestic violence statistics, rape statistics, and movements like, “Take Back the Night,” 
show that we women get trapped, get limited and that we are sick of it. Men like to joke that if you are a strong 
woman, you’re a lesbian.

I think men like thinking that because it denies just how shitty males can be. Whether or not you hurt women, 
you probably know someone who would or has hurt a woman. The issue in and of itself is sort of taboo to 
address. The need for bonding and respect from other males also places pressure for guys to not look this 
problem in the face. 

One way to ignore it is to place some dumb stereotype on women when they decide that they aren’t going to be 



scared and trapped in anymore.  For our way of living to continue, we do have to believe that most people are 
happy with it; to believe otherwise would mean changing it and all human beings fear change. We all enable bad 
things like racism, sexism, elitism to exist simply for that fact. 

Often in Aikido and in Eastern thought, the image of the young, supple  tree which bends in the wind surviving 
the storm as the rigid tree falls is mentioned. I think this concept fits well for the advantages of the bicycle. A 
car is rigid in its movement. The driver also can’t retract once they commit their vehicle to going in a certain 
direction.

A bicycle is different; it is nimble to the point that the rider, when they become skilled enough, can use the 
lightness of the bike to do amazing things. One thing I know is that the lighter the weight of the bike is, the 
easier it is to control it. Whereas others rely upon mere speed to supposedly escape much faster cars, or to hide 
behind the belief that they won’t get hurt as long as they don’t piss drivers off by slowing them down, I swear 
by skill instead. 

It serves me better to know how to jump a high curb, than attempt to outrun a car; which will always win in 
the speed department. It is no irony that that first bike commuting book advised to always look for an escape 
route in dangerous situations. This book was written by bicycling magazine by someone who I think was riding 
in California. Therefore, believing that if you just go fast and follow the rules of the road that total peace and 
harmony will develop between drivers and cyclists, isn’t considered a strategy in places which are far more bike 
friendly.

The irony with the insistence in the idea that a cyclist’s lot in life is the fault of other cyclists for being slow, not 
signaling, taking driver’s space or not being cordial to drivers is that it is disproven by people who don’t even 
ride bicycles: motorcyclists.

If you want to grasp the fact that what happens on the road isn’t logical at all, take the time to speak with a 
friendly motorcyclist and ask them about how car drivers treat them. Or better yet, get a motorcycle yourself. 

One day when I had a flat, a motorcyclist at my class stopped to help me. I needed to vent because of the fact I 
inevitably would just get a blank stare or a smirk, even in response to complaints that other drivers would make 
about other drivers.

I’d say, “Wow, I nearly got hit by a car blowing through a stop sign,” and get this look, which appeared to say, 
“If you weren’t on a bicycle, you’d be safe.” Maybe, in their minds, I appeared like a shoplifter complaining 
about being arrested for stealing gum. If they had the gall to verbalize their thoughts, it might have sounded 
like, “Well, of course you could have been killed- you are riding a bicycle in traffic!”

Their vantage point, being one of Cincinnati heritage, is that even if the driver screwed up, the thing which 
was shameful was that I put myself in harms way. Never mind the truth was the driver is a thinking competent 
adult which was acting irresponsibly. Cincinnati logic holds that traffic “just is,” dangerous; therefore you don’t 
expose yourself to it. That means no bikes.  

Actually, with the miserable bus system, this actually means, “Get a car.” Yes, fine I live in Republicanville 
where people often do stupid things like yell at black people to, “Get a job.” It seems to work for people here. 
However, if you factor in the climate crisis, what you have is a city which actually compels complicity in the 
problem. 



All this led to me holding so much frustration in and this guy seemed far more empathetic than anyone else I’d 
met. 

This guy told me that drivers would be no kinder to motorcyclists than bicyclists often times. He told me the 
story of a friend of his, who when his motorcycle riding down rural highways, how pick up trucks would 
frequently tailgate him and often honk at him to intimidate him. He said that it became so much of a problem 
for this guy, that he bought a gun for the sole purpose of sticking it in the back of his pants, where it would be 
visible to anyone tailgating him. 

This guy told me how it worked like a charm for his friend. The tailgating, honking and bullying ceased. 
Eventually, the cops pulled him over and found some reason why even a gun with a permit, couldn’t be carried 
that way. 

Since then I’ve heard similar stories from other motorcyclists. Even the landlord I worked for owned two 
motorcycles, and helped me understand that even with being able to top 100 mph in no way keeps you “safe.”  I 
even rode on the back of one of them when he took me to some property he owned in Mt. Healthy to work for 
the day. 

Riding on the back of motorcycle on I-71 sort of convinced me that speed in no way made me feel any safer. I 
felt more confident with my years of surviving on that bicycle, which I had complete control of, and could hop 
a curb and disappear into the woods or an alley on a dime, than moving at 65 mph.  Some people like to think 
I didn’t feel fear or was different in some way for riding a bicycle. Not true; I was scared on the back of that 
motorcycle for the first time. I could feel how tenuous my safety was, riding with no shell at a speed which was 
sure to kill, had anything went wrong. 

I was even scared on the bicycle, but yet, knowledge and confidence in your own skill goes a long way for 
calming that; not to mention my car-free status, which caused me to dedicate so much energy into using self-
education and creative problem solving. I honestly can say that the level of dedication I see among other cyclists 
and myself to riding is proportional to the number of years spent “car-free.”

Let’s not just cite my own person experience and observations on the fact that negative driver behavior isn’t 
simply a justifiable reaction to circumstances like a slow cyclist. Also, I will throw on its head, the assumptions 
like most driver behavior being “rational,” and even the idea that a cyclist signaling is even understood by 
drivers the same way as a car signaling. 

Vanderbilt describes in his book, Traffic how drivers lack a real forum to express their anger and other feelings 
as people do normally. There is no way to tell the driver who cut you off verbally how you felt about being 
cut off.  This limits drivers to doing things like giving the finger, honking or to “act out” by trying to cut off 
the driver ahead of them who just cut them off.  He states that when we drive, it is often impossible to send a 
message to the offending driver.  He says, therefore, “…we get visibly mad to an audience of no one.”  

He cites a sociologist from the University of California, Jack Katz, author of How Emotions Work, as the 
source of this study of emotion in drivers. Vanderbilt states that Katz learned, “that we are engaging in a kind of 
theatrical storytelling inside our cars, angrily ‘constructing moral dramas’ in which we are the wronged victims- 
and the ‘avenging hero-’ in some traffic epic of larger importance.”

He says, “Katz argues to create new meaning in this ‘moral drama’ and in an effort to create ‘new meaning’ 
for the encounter, we will try to find out something after the fact about the driver who wronged us (perhaps 
speeding up to see them), meanwhile running down a mental list of potential villains (e.g., women, men, senior 
citizens, teenagers, Democrats, Republicans, “idiots on cell phones”… before finding a suitable resolution to the 




